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PASSAGES FROM TIIE NARRATIVE 


OF 

henry bibb. 


1 was bom May 1815, of a slave mother, 
in Shelby County,Kentucky,and was claim¬ 
ed as the property of David White, Esq. 
lie came into possession of my mother 
long before 1 was born. I was brought up 
in the Counties of Shelby, Henry, Old¬ 
ham, and Trimble. Or, more correctly 
speaking,in the above counties,! may safely 
say, I was flogged up; for where l should 
have receiv ed moral, mental, and religious 
instruction, 1 received stripes without num¬ 
ber, the object of which was to degrade 
and keep me in subordination. I can tru¬ 
ly say, that 1 drank deeply of the bitter 
cup of suffering and woe. I have been, 
dragged down to the lowest depths of hu¬ 
man degradation and wretchedness, by 
slaveholders. 

My mother was known by the name of 
.Milldred .l/ickson Sheisthe mother of seven 
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slaves only, all being sons, of whom I am 
the eldest. She was so fortunate or un¬ 
fortunate, as to have some of what, is call¬ 
ed the slaveholding blood llowing in her 
veins. 1 know not how much; but not 
enough to prevent her children though fa¬ 
thered by slaveholders, from being bought 
and sold in the slave markets of the South. 
It is almost impossible for slaves to give a 
correct accountoftheirmale parentage. All 
thatl know about it is that my mother in¬ 
formed me that my father’s name wasJames 
Bibb. lie was doubtless one of the pres¬ 
ent Bibb family of Kentucky, but 1 have 
no personal knowledge of him at all, for 
he died before my recollection. 

The first time I was separated Irom my 
mother, I was young and small. I knew 
nothing of my condition as a slave. I 
was living with Mr. White, whose wife 
died and left him a widower with one little 
girl,who was said to be the legitimate own¬ 
er of my mother and all her children.— 
This girl was also my playmate when w$ 
were children. 

1 was then taken from my mother,and hired 
out to labor for various persons, eight or ten 
years in sucession; and all my wages were 
expended for the education of Harriet, 
White, my playmate. It was then my sor¬ 
rows and sufferings commenced. It was 
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then I first commenced seeing and feeling 
that I was a wretched slave, compelled to 
work under the lash without wagesand often 
without clothes enough tohide my naked¬ 
ness. I have often worked without half 
enough to eat,both late and early,by day and 
by night. I have often laid my wearied limbs 
down at night to rest upon a dirt floor, or 
a bench, without any covering at all, be¬ 
cause 1 had no where else to rest my wear¬ 
ied body, after having worked hard alldaj 7 . 
I have also been compelled in early life,to 
go at the bidding of a tyrant, through all 
kinds of weather, hot or cold, wet or dry, 
and without shoes frequently, until the 
month of December, with my bare feet on 
the cold frosty ground, cracked open and 
bleeding as I walked Reader, believe me 
when 1 say, that no tongue, nor pen ever 
has or can express the horrors of Ameri¬ 
can Slavery. Consequently I despair in 
finding language to express adequately 
the deep feeling of my soul, as 1 contem¬ 
plate the past history of my life. But al¬ 
though I have suffered much from the lash, 
an 1 for want of food and raiment; I con¬ 
fess that it was no disadvantage to be pass¬ 
ed through the hands of so many families, 
as the only source of information that I 
had to enlighten my mind, consisted in 
what I could see and hear from others.—- 
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Slaves were not allowed books, pen, nor 
paper, (o improve their mind*. But it 
seems to me now, that I was particularly 
observing, and aptto retain what cameun- 
der my observation. But more especiallj 7 , 
all that I heard about liberty and freedom 
to the slaves, 1 never forgot. Among oth¬ 
er good trades 1 learned the art of running 
away to perfection. I made a regular bu¬ 
siness of it, and never gave it up, until 1 
had broken the bands of slavery, and land¬ 
ed myself safely in Canada, where f was 
regarded as a man, and not as a thing. 

The first time in my life that J ran away, 
was for ill-treatmenl, in 1825. I was liv¬ 
ing with a Mr. Tires, in the village of 
Newcastle. His wife was a \er 3 - cross 
woman. She was every day flogging me, 
boxing, pulling my ears, and scolding, so 
that 1 dreaded to enter the room where she 
was. This first started me to running 
away from them. 1 was often gone sever¬ 
al days before I was caught. They would 
abuse me for going off, but it did no good. 
The next time they (logged me, I was olf 
again; but after a while they got sick of 
their bargain, and returne i me back into 
the hands of my owners. By this time 
Mr."White had married his second wife. 
Shewas what I call a tyrant. I lived with 
her several months, hut she kept me al- 
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most half of iny lime in the woods, run¬ 
ning from under the bloody lash. While 
I was at home she kept me all the time 
rubbing the furniture, washing, scrubbing 
the floors; and when 1 was not doing this, 
she would often seat herself in a rocking 
chair, with two pillows about her, and 
would make me rock her, and keep off the 
flies, she was too lazy to scratch her own 
head, and would often make me scratch 
and comb it for her. She would at other 
times lie on her bed, in warm weather, and 
make me fan her while she slept, scratch 
and rub her feet; but after awhile she got 
sick of me, and preferred a maiden ser¬ 
vant to do such business. 1 was then hi¬ 
red out again; but b}^ this time I had be¬ 
come much better skilled in running away, 
and would make calculation to avoid de¬ 
tection, by taking with me a bridle. It 
any body should sec me in the woods, as 
they have, and asked “ what are you do¬ 
ing here sir? you are a runaway ?”—I said 
“ no sir, 1 am looking for our old mare;” at 
other times looking for our cows. For 
such excuses I was let pass. In fact the only 
weapon 1 could use successfully, was that 
of deception. It is useless for a poor help¬ 
less slave to resist a white man in a slave¬ 
holding State. Public opinion and the 
law is against him; and resistance in ma- 


8 


HENRY BIKE. 


ny cases is death to the slave, while the 
law declares that he shall submit or die. 

The circumstances in which I was then 
placed gave me a longing desire to be 
free. It kindled a fire of liberty within 
my breast which has never yet been quench - 
ed. This seemed to be a part of my na¬ 
ture; it was first revealed to me by the in¬ 
evitable laws of nature’s God. 1 could see 
that the All-wise Creator, had made man 
a free, moral, intelligent and accountable 
being; capable of knowing good and evil. 
And I believed then, as I believe now, that 
every man has a right to wages for his la¬ 
bor; a right to his wife and children; a right 
to liberty and the pursuit of happiness; 
and a right^to worship God according to 
the dictates of his own conscience. But 
here, in the light of these truths, I was a 
slave, a prisoner for life; I could possess 
nothing, nor acquire anything but what 
must belong to my keeper. No one can 
imagine my feelings in my reflecting mo¬ 
ments, but he who has himself been a 
slave. Oh ! 1 have often wept over my 
condition,while sauntering through the for¬ 
est, to escape cruel punishment. 

"No arm to protect me from tyrants’ aggression; 

No parents to cheer me when laden with grief. 

Man may picture the bounds of the rocks and the rivers, 
The hills and the valleys, the lakes and the ocean, 

But the horrors of slavery, he never can trace.’’ 
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The term slave to this day sounds with 
terror to my soul,—a word too obnoxious 
to speak—a system too intolerable to be 
endured. I know this from long: and sad 
experience. I now feel as if I had just 
been aroused from sleep, and looking back 
with quickened perception at the state of 
torment from whence I fled. I was there 
held and claimed as a slave; as such I was 
subjected to the will and power of my 
keeper, in all respects whatsoever. That 
the slave is a human being, no one can 
deny. It is his lot to be exposed, in com¬ 
mon with other men, to the calamities of 
sickness, death, and the misfortunes inci¬ 
dent to life. But, unlike other men, he is 
denied the consolation ofstruggling against 
external difficulties, such as destroy the 
life., liberty, and happiness of himself and 
family. A slave may be bought and sold 
in the market like an ox. He is liable to 
be sold off to a distant land from his fami¬ 
ly. He is bound in chains hand and foot; 
and his suffering is aggravated a hundred 
fold, by the terrible thought, lhat he is not 
allowed to struggle against misfortune, cor¬ 
poreal punishment, insults and outrages 
committed upon himself and family; and he 
is not allowed to help himself, to resist, or 
escape the blow, which he sees impending 
over him, 
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This idea of ut ter helplessness, in perpet¬ 
ual bondage, is the more distressing, as 
there is no period'even with the remotest 
generation when it shall teminate. 

In 1833, I had some veiy serious relig¬ 
ious impressions, and there was quite a 
number of slaves in the neighborhood, who 
felt very desirous to be taught to read ihe 
llible. There was a Miss Davis, a poor 
white girl who offered to teach a Sabbath 
School for the slaves, notwithstanding pub 
lie opinion and the law was-opposed to it. 
Books were furnished and she commenced 
the school: but the news soon got to our 
owners that she was teaching us to read. 
'Phis caused quite an excitement in the 
neighborhood. Patrols were appointed to 
go and break it up the. next Sabbath. 
They were determined that we should not 
have a Sabbath School in operation. For 
slaves this was called an incendiary move¬ 
ment. 

The Sabbath is not regarded by a large 
number of the slaves as a day of rest.— 
They have no schools to go to, no moral 
nor religious instruction at all in many lo¬ 
calities where there are. hundreds of slaves. 
Hence they resort, to some kind of amuse¬ 
ment. Those who make no profession of 
religion, resort to the woods in large num¬ 
bers on that day to gamble, fight, get 
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drunk, and break the Sabbath. This is 
often encouraged by slaveholders. When 
ihey wish to have a little sport of that 
kind, they go among the slaves and give 
them whisky, to see them dance, “ pat ju- 
ber,” sing and play on the banjo. Then 
get them to wrestling, fighting, jumping, 
running footraces, and butting efich other 
like sheep. This isurged on by giving them 
whiskey; making bets on them; laving 
chips on one slave’s head, and daring an¬ 
other to tip it off with his hand; and if lie 
tipped it off, it would be called an insult, 
and cause a light. Before fighting, the par¬ 
ties choose their seconds to stand by them 
while fighting; a ring or circle is formed 
to fight in, and no one is allowed to 
enter the rin_ r while they are fight¬ 
ing, but their seconds, and the white 
gentlemen. They are not allowed to 
fight a duel, nor to use weapons of any 
kind. The blows are made by kicking, 
knocking, and butting with their heads ; 
they grab each other by their ears, and 
jam their heads together like sheep. If 
they are likely to hurt each other very, 
had, their masters would rap them with 
their walking canes, and make them stop. 
After fighting, they make friends, shake 
hands, and take a dram together, and there 
is no more of it, 
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But this is all principally for want of 
moral instruction. This is where they 
have no Sabbath Schools; no one to read 
the Bible to them; no one to preach the 
gospel who is competent to expound the 
Scriptures, except slaveholders. And the 
slaves, with but few exceptions, have no 
confidence at all in their preaching, be¬ 
cause they preach a pro-slavery doctrine, 
they say; “ Servants be obedient to your 
masters;—and he that knoweth his mas¬ 
ter’s will and doeth it not, shall be beaten 
with many stripes;” means that God will 
send them to hell, if they disobey their 
masters. This kind of preaching has dri¬ 
ven thousands into infidelity. They view 
themselves as suffering unjustly under the 
lash, without friends, without protection of 
law or gospel, and the green eyed monster 
tyranny staring them in theface. They know 
they are destined to die in that wretched 
condition, unless they arc delivered by the 
arm of Omnipotence. And they cannot 
believe or trust in such a religion, as above 
named. 

The poor and loafering class of whites 
are about on a par in point of morals with 
the slaves at the South. They are gener¬ 
ally ignorant, intemperate, licentious, and 
profane. They associate much with the 
slaves; are often found gambling together 
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on the Sabbath ; encouraging slaves to 
steal from their owners, and sell to Ihein, 
corn, wheat, sheep, chickens, or any thing 
of the kind which they can conceal. For 
such offences their is no law to reach a 
slave but lynch law. But il both parties 
are caught in the act by a white person, 
the slave is punished with the lash, while 
the white man is often punished with both 
lynch and common law. But there is an¬ 
other class of poor white people in the, 
South, who, 1 think would be glad to see 
slavery abolished in self defence ; they 
despise the institution because it is impov¬ 
erishing and degrading to them and their 
children. 

The slaveholders are generally rich, ar¬ 
istocratic, overbearing; and they look with 
utler contempt upon a poor laboring man, 
who earns his bread by the “ sweat of his 
brow,” whether he be moral or immoral, 
honest or dishonest. No matter whether 
he is white or ljlack; if he performs labor 
for a livelihood, he is looked upon as being 
inferior to a slaveholder, and but little bet¬ 
ter off than the slave, who toils without 
wages under the lash. It is true, that the 
slaveholder, and non-slaveholder, are liv¬ 
ing under the same laws in the same 
State. But the one is rich, the other 
is poor; one is educated the other is 
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uneducated, one has houses, land and 
influence, the other has none. This 
being the case, that class of non-slavehold¬ 
ers would be glad to see slavery abolished, 
but they dare not speak it aloud. 

There is much superstition among the 
slaves. Many of them believe in what 
they call “conjuration,” tricking,and witch¬ 
craft; and some of them pretend to under¬ 
stand the art. and say that by it they can 
prevent their masters from Hogging them. 
The remedy is most generally some kind 
of bitter root; they are directed to chew it 
and spit towards their masters when they 
are angry with their slaves. At other times 
they prepare certain kinds of powders, to 
sprinkle about their master’s dwellings.— 
This is all done for the purpose of defend¬ 
ing themselves in some peaceable manner, 
although 1 am satisfied that there is no 
virtue at all in it. 1 have tried it to perfec¬ 
tion when 1 was a slave at the South. I 
was then a young man full'%f life and vig¬ 
or, and was very fond of visiting our neigh¬ 
bors’ slaves, but had no time to visit only 
on Sundays, when 1 could get a permit to 
go, or after night when 1 could slip oil' 
without being seen. If it was found out, 
the next morning 1 was called up to give 
an account of myself for going off with- 
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out permission; and would very often get 
a Hogging for it. 

I got myself into a scrape at a certain 
time, by going off in this way, and I ex¬ 
pected to be severely punished for it. I 
had a strong notion of running of!', to es¬ 
cape being flogged, but was advised by a 
friend to go to one of those conjurers, who 
could prevent me from being Hogged. 1 
went and informed him of the difficulty. 
He said if 1 would pay him a small sum, 
he would prevent my being flogged. After 
1 had paid him, he mixed up some alum, 
salt and other stuff' into a powder, and 
said 1 must sprinkle it about my master, if 
he should offer to strike me; this would 
prevent him. He also gave me some kind 
of bitter root to chew, and spit towards 
him, which would certainly prevent iny be¬ 
ing flogged. According to order I used 
his remedy, and for some cause 1 was let 
pass without being flogged that time. 

I had then great faith in conjuration 
and witchcraft. 1 was led to believe that 
1 could do almost as ] pleased, without be¬ 
ing flogged. So on the next Sabbath my 
conjuration was fully tested by going off, 
and staying until Monday morning, with¬ 
out permission. When 1 returned home, 
my master declared that he would punish 
me for going off: but I did not believe that 
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he could do it, while I had this root and 
dust; and as he approached me, I com¬ 
menced talking saucy to him. But he 
soon convinced me that there was no virtue 
in them. He became so enraged at me 
for saucing him, that he grasped a handful 
of switches and punished me severely, in 
spite of all mj r roots and powders. 

But there was another old slave in that 
neighborhood, who professed to understand 
all about conjuration, and I thought I would 
try his skill. He told me the first one was 
only a quack; and if would only pay him 
a certain amount in cash, that he would 
tell me how to prevent any person, 
striking me. After I had paid him his 
charge, he told me to go the cow-pen after 
night, and get some fresh cow manure, 
and mix it with red pepper and white peo¬ 
ple’s hair, all to be put into a pot over the 
fire, and scorched until it could be ground 
into snuff. 1 was then to sprinkle it about 
my masters bedroom, in his hat and boots, 
and it would prevent him from abusing me 
in any way. After I got it all ready pre- 
parvd, the smallest pinch of it scattered 
over a room, was enough to make a horse 
sneeze from the strength of it; but it did 
no good. I tried it to my satisfaction. It 
was my business to make fires in my mas¬ 
ter’s chamber, night and morning. When- 
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oyer I could get a chance, I sprinkled a lit¬ 
tle of this dust about the linen of the bed, 
where they would breathe it ou retiring. 
This was to act upon them what is called 
a kind of love powder, to change their sen¬ 
timents of anger to those of love, towards 
me, but this all proved to be vain imagin¬ 
ation. The old man had my money and 
and I was treated no better for it. 

One night when 1 went to make a fire, 
I availed myself of the opportunity of 
sprinkling a very heavy charge of this 
powder about my master’s bed. Soon af¬ 
ter their going to bed, they began to cough 
and sneeze. Being close around the house, 
watching and listening, to know what the 
effect would be, I heard them ask each 
other what in the world it could be, that 
made them cough and sneeze so. All the 
while 1 was trembling with fear, expecting 
every moment I should be called and ask¬ 
ed if I knew anything about it. After this, 
for fear they might find me out in my dan¬ 
gerous experiments upon them, 1 had to 
give them up, for the time being. I was 
then convinced that running away was the 
most effectual way by which a slave could 
escape cruel punishment. 

As all the instrumentalities w hich 1 as a 
slave could bring to bear upon the system, 
had utterly failed to palliate nay sufferings, 

2. —Vo! VI. 



18 


If I1NRV IUWJ. 


all Jiope and consolation tied. I must be 
a slave for life, and suffer under the lash 
or die. The influence which this had only 
tended to make me moje unhappy. T resolv¬ 
ed to he free if running away could .make 
me so. 1 had heard that Canada was a 
land of liberty, somewhere in the Norlh; 
and every wave of trouble that rolled a- 
eross my breast, caused me to think moie 
about Canada, and liberty. But more es¬ 
pecially after having been flogged, 1 have 
fled to the highest hills of the forest, pres¬ 
sing my way 1o the North for refuge; hut 
the river Ohio was my limit. To me it was 
an impassable gulf. I had no rod to smite 
the stream* and thereby divide the waters. 
1 had noMeses 1o go before me and lead the 
way from bondage to a promised land. 
Yet I was in a far worse state than Egypt¬ 
ian bondage; for they had houses and bind: 
i had none; they had oxen and sheep; 1 
had none; they had wise counsel to tell 
them what to do, and where to go, and 
even to go with them; I had none. 1 was 
surrounded by opposition on every hand. 
My friends were few and far between. 1 
have often felt when running away as if 1 
had scarcely a friend on earth. 

Sometimes standing on ihe Ohio River 
hltiff,.Jooking over on a fire State, and as 
far north as my eyes could see, 1 have 
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eagerly gazed upon the blue sky of the 
free North, which at times constrained me 
to cry out from the depths of my.soul. Oh! 
Canada, sweet iand of rest— Oh ! when 
shall I get there ? Oh, that 1 had the wings 
of a dove, that 1 might soar- away to where 
there is no slavery; no clanking of chains, 
no captives, no lacerating of backs, no 
parting of husbands and wives' and where, 
man ceases to be the property of his fef* 
low man. These, thoughts have revolved 
in my mind a thousand times. 1 have 
stood upon the lefty hanks of the river 
Ohio, gazing upon the splendid steamboats 
wafted '.vith all their magnificence up and 
down the river,and 1 thoughtof the fishes, 
of the water, the fowls of the air, the wild 
beasts of the forest, nil appeared to be 
free, to go ju-t where they ph a?ed. and I 
was,an unhappy slave i 

The circumstances of my courtship and 
marriage, 1 consider to be among the most 
remarkable events of my life while a slave. 
To think that after I had determined to 
carry out the great idea which is so uni¬ 
versally and practically acknowledged a- 
mong all the civilized nations of the earth, 
that, I would be free or die, 1 suffered my¬ 
self to be turned aside by the fascinating 
charms of a female, who gradually won my 
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attention from an object so high as that of 
liberty; and an object which I held para¬ 
mount to all others. 

But. when 1 had anived at the age of 
eighteen, which was in the year 1833, it was 
my lotto be introduced to a mulatto slave 
girl named Malinda, who lived in Oldham 
County, Kentucky, about four miles from 
the residence of my owner. Malinda was 
a medium sized girl, graceful in her walk, 
of an extraordinary make, and active in 
business. Her skin was of a smooth tex¬ 
ture,red cheeks, with dark and penetrating 
eyes. She moved in the highest circle* of 
slaves and free people of color. She was 
also one of the best singers I ever heard, 
and was much esteemed by all who knew 
her, for her benevolence, talent and indus¬ 
try. In fact, 1 considered Malinda to be 
equalled by few, and surpassed by none, 
for the above qualities, all things consider¬ 
ed. 

It is truly marvellous to see how sudden 
a Iran’s mind may be changed by ihe 
charms and influer.ee of a female. The 


* The distinction among slaves is as marked, as the class¬ 
es of society »rc in any aristocratic community. Some re¬ 
fusing to associate with othci » whom they dccr.i beneath 
them in point of character, color, condition, or the superi¬ 
or importance of their respective masters. 
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first two or three visits that I paid this dear 
girl, 1 had no intention of courting or mar¬ 
rying her, for I was aware that such a step 
would greatly obstruct my way to the land 
of liberty. 1 only visited Malinda because 
I liked her company, as a highly interesting 
girl. But in spite of myself, before I was 
aware of it, 1 was deeply in love; and 
what made this passion so effectual and 
almost irresistable, 1 became satisfied that 
it was reciprocal. There was a union of 
feeling, and every visit made the impres¬ 
sion stronger and stronger. One or two 
other young men w ere paying attention to 
Malinda, at the same time ; one of whom 
her mother was anxious to have her marry. 
This of course gave me a fair opportunity 
of testing Malinda’s sincerity. 1 had just 
about opposition enough to make the sub¬ 
ject interesting. That Malinda loved me 
above all others on earth, no one could 
deny. I could read it by the warm recep¬ 
tion with which the dear girl always met 
me, and treated me in her mother's house. 

1 could read it by the warm and affection¬ 
ate shake of the hand, and gentle smile 
upon her lovely cheek. 1 could read it by 
her always giving me the preference to her 
company; by her pressing invitations to 
visit e\ en in opposition to her mother’s will. 
J could read it in the language of her bright 
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and sparkling eye .penciled by the unchang- 
able finger ol‘ nature, that spake but could 
not lie. These strong temptations gradu¬ 
ally diverted ray attention from my actu¬ 
al condition and from liberty, though not 
entirely. 

But oh ! that I had only then been ena¬ 
bled to have seen as 1 do now, or to have 
read the following slave code, which is but 
a stereotyped law of American slavery. It 
would have saved me 1 think from having 
to lament that 1 was a husband and am 
the father of slaves who are still left to 
linger out their days in hope-less bondage. 
The laws of Kentucky, my native State, 
wilh Maryland and Virginia, which are. 
said to be the mildest slave States in ihe 
the Union, noted for their humanity, Chris¬ 
tianity and democracy, declare that ** Any 
slave, for rambling in the night, or riding 
horseback without leave, or running arr ay, 
maV-be punished by whipping, cropping 
and branding in the cheek'.or otherwise.not 
renderinghim unfit for labor.” ‘ Any slave 
convicted of petty larceny, murder, or wil¬ 
fully burning of dwelling houses, may be 
sentenced to have hi- right hand cut oti ; to 
be hanged in the usual manner, or ihe 
head severed from the body, ihe body di¬ 
vided into four quarters,a ml head and quar¬ 
ters stuck up in the most public place in 
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the county where such act was commit¬ 
ted.” 

At the time I joined my wife in holy 
wedlock, 1 Was ignorant of these ungodly 
liw-s; I knew not that 1 was propagating 
victims for this kind of torture aud cruelty. 
Malinda’s mother was free, and lived in 
Bedford, about a quarter of a mile from 
her daughter; and we often met and pass¬ 
ed otf the time pleasantly. Agreeable to 
promise, on one Saturday evening, 1 called 
to see Malinda, at her mother’s residence, 
with an intention of letting her know my 
mind upon the subject of marriage. It 
was a very bright moonlight night; the 
dear girl was standing in the door, anx¬ 
iously waiting my arrival. As 1 approach¬ 
ed the door she caught my hand with an 
affectionate smile, and bid me welcome 
to her mother’s fireside. After having 
broached the subject of marriage, I inform- 
en her of the difficulties which 1 conceived 
to be in the way of our marriage; and that 
I could never engage myself to marry any 
girl only on certain conditions; near as I can 
recollect the substance of our conversation 
upon the subject, it was, that I was relig¬ 
iously inclined; that I intended to comply 
with the requisitions of the gospel, both 
theoretically and practically through life. 
Also that 1 was decided on becoming a 
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free man before 1 died; and that I expect¬ 
ed to get free by running away, and going 
to Canada, under the British Government. 
Agreement on those two cardinal questions 
I made my test for marriage. 

I said, “ I never will give my heart nor 
hand to any girl in marriage, until I first 
know her sentiments upon the all import¬ 
ant subjects of Religion and Liberty. No 
matter how well I might love her, nor how 
great the sacrifice in carrying out these God 
given principles. And I here pledge my¬ 
self from this course never to be shaken 
while a single pulsation of my heart shall 
continue to throb for Liberty.” With this 
idea Malinda appeared to be well pleased, 
and with a smile she looked me in the face 
and said, “ I have long entertained the 
same views, and this is one of the great¬ 
est reasons why I have not felt inclined to 
enter the married state while a slave; 1 
have always felt a desire to be Iree; I have 
long cherished a hope that I should be free, 
either by purchase or running away. In 
regard to the subject of Religion, I have 
always felt that it was a good thing, and 
something that I would seek for at some 
future period.” After 1 found that Malin¬ 
da was right upon these all important 
qpestions, ami that she truly loved me well 
enough, to make me an affectionate wife, I 


made proposals for marriage. She very 
modestly declined answering the question 
then, considering it to be one of a grave 
character, and upon which our future des¬ 
tiny depended, And notwithstanding she 
confessed that I had her entire affections, 
she must have some time to consider the 
matter. To this 1 of course consented, 
and was to meet her on the next Saturday 
night to decide the question. Hut from 
some cause I failed to come, and the next 
week she sent lor me, and on the Sunday 
evening following I called on her again ; 
she welcomed me with all the kindness of 
an affectionate lover, and seated me by 
her side. We soon broached the old sub¬ 
ject of marriage, and entered upon a con¬ 
ditional contract of matrimony, viz : that 
we would marry if our minds should not 
change within one year; that after mar¬ 
riage we would change our former course 
and live a pious life; and that we would 
embrace the earliest opportunity of run¬ 
ning away to Canada, for our liberty.— 
Clasping each other by the hand, pledging 
our sacred honor that we would be true, 
we called on high Heaven to witness the 
rectitude of our purpose. There was no¬ 
thing lhat could be more binding upon us 
as slaves than this; for marriage among 
American slaves,is disregarded by the laws 



of this country It is counted a mere tem¬ 
porary matter; it is a union which may be 
continued or broken off, with or without 
the consent of a slaveholder, whether he is 
a priest or a libertine. 

There is no legal marriage among the 
slaves of the South; I never saw norheard 
of such a thing in my life, and 1 ha\e been 
through se\< n of the slave Stales. A slave 
marrying according to law, is a thing un¬ 
known in the history of American Slavery. 
And be it known to the disgiace of our 
country, that o\rrv slaveholder, who is the 
keeper of a number of sla\ es of both sexes, 
is also the keeper of a house or houses of 
ill-fame. Licentious white men can and 
do enter at night or day the lodging places 
of slaves; break up the bonds of affection 
in farnilii s, destroy all their domestic and 
social union for life; and the laws of the 
country afford them no prolection. Will 
any man count, if they can be counted, the 
churches of Maryland, Kentucky, and 
Virginia.which have slaves connected with 
them, living in an open stale of adultery, 
never having been married according to 
the laws of the St ate, and yet regular mem¬ 
bers of these \aiious denominations, but 
more, especially the Baptists and Metho¬ 
dist churches And 1 hazard.nothing in 



saying, that this stale of things exists to a 
very wide extent in the above states. 

l am happy to state that many fugitive 
slaves, who have been enabled by the aid 
of an over-ruling providence to escape to 
the free North with those whom they claim 
as their wives, notwithstanding all their 
ignorance and superstition, are not all dis¬ 
posed to live together like brutes, as they 
have been compelled to do in slaveholding 
Churches, Hut as soon as they get free 
from si aver v they go before some anti-sla¬ 
very clergymen, and have the solemn cere¬ 
mony of marriage preformed according to 
the iawsol the country. And if they pro¬ 
fess religion, and have been baptized by a 
slaveholdmg minister, they repudiate it af¬ 
ter becoming free, and are re-baptized by 
a man who is worthy of doing it according 
to I he gospel rule. 

The time and place of my marriage, 1 
con. itler one of the most trying of my life. 
I was opposed by friends and foes; my 
mother opposed me because she thought 1 
was too young, and marrying she thought 
would involve mein trouble and difficulty. 
Aly mother-in-law opposed me, because 
she wanted her daughter to marry a slave 
who -belonged to a very rich man living 
near liy, and who was well known to be 
the son of his master. She thought no 
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doubt that his master or father mightchance 
to set him free before he died, which would 
enable him to do a better part by her daugh¬ 
ter than I could ! And there was no pros¬ 
pect then of my ever being free. But his 
master neither died nor yet set his son free, 
who is now about forty years of age, toil¬ 
ing under the lash, waiting and hoping that 
his master may die and will him to be free. 

The young men were all opposed to our 
marriage for the reason that. Baddy oppo¬ 
sed a match when the clergyman was a- 
bout to pronounce the marriage ceremony 
of a young couple. He said “ if there be 
any present who have any objections to 
this couple being joined together in holy 
wedlock, let them speak now, or hold their 
peace henceforth 51 At this time Baddy 
sprang to his feet and said, “ Sir, 1 object 
to this.” Every eye was fixed upon him. 
“What is jour objection?” said the cler- 
gj’man. ‘ Faith,” replied Baddy, “ Sir I 
want her myself.” 

The man to whom 1 belonged was op¬ 
posed, because he feared my taking off 
from his farm some of the fruits of my own 
labor for Malinda to eat, in the shape of 
pigs, chickens, or turkeys, and would count, 
it not robbery. So we formed a resolution 
that if we were prevented from joining in 
wedlock that we would run away, and 
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strike for Canada, let the consequences be 
what they might. But we had one conso¬ 
lation; JVlalinda's master was very much 
in favor of the match, but entirely upon 
selfish principles. When I went to ask 
his permission to marry Malinda, his an¬ 
swer was in the affirmative with one con¬ 
dition, which I consider to be too vulgar to 
be written in this book. Our marriage, 
took place one night during Christmas 
holydays; at which time we had quite a 
festival given us. All appeal ed to be wide 
awake, and we had quite a jolly time at my 
wedding party. And notwithstanding our 
marriage was without license or sanction 
of law, we believed it to be honorable be¬ 
fore God, and the bed undefiled. Our 
Christmas holydays were spent in matri 
monial visiting among our friends, while it 
should have been spent in running away 
to Cauada, for our 1 iberty. But freedom 
was little thought of by us, for several 
months after marriage. 1 often look back 
to that period even now as one of the most 
happy seasons of my life ; notwithstanding 
all the contaminating and heart-rending 
leatures with which the horrid system of 
slavery is marked, and must carry with it. 
to its final grave, yet I still look back to 
that season with sweet remembrance and 
pleasure, that yet hath power to charm 



arid drive back dull cares -which have been 
accumulated hv a thousand painful recol¬ 
lections of slavery. Malinda ivas to me an 
affectionate wife. She was with mein the 
darkest hours of adversity. She was with 
me in sorrow, and joy, in lasting- and feast¬ 
ing-, in trial and persecution, in sickness 
and health, in sunshine and in shade. 

Some months after our marriage, the 
unfeeling master to whom I belonged sold 
his farm with the \iew of moving his slaves 
t.o the State of Missouri, regardless of the 
separation of husbands and wives forever; 
but for fear of my resuming my oltTprac- 
tice of running away, if lie should bare 
forced me to leave my wife, by my repeat¬ 
ed requests, he was constrained to sell me 
to his brother, who lived within sev en miles 
of Win. Gatewood, who then held Malfn- 
da as his property. I was permitted to visit 
her only on Saturday nights, after my work 
was done, and 1 had to be at. home before 
sunrise on Monday morning or take a flog¬ 
ging. He proved to be so oppressive, ami 
so unreasonable in punishing his victims, 
that I soon found that 1 fhoitld have to run 
away in sell defence. But he soon began 
to take the hint, and sold me to Wm. 
;Gatewood the owner of Malinda. With 
my new residence f confess that 1 was 
much dissatisfied. Not that Gatewood 



vvas a' more cruel master than my former 
owner—not. that I was opposed to living’ 
with Malinda, who was then the centre 
and object of my affections—but to lire 
where 1 must be eye witness to her insults, 
scourging.-? and abuses, such as are com¬ 
mon to be inflicted upon slaves, was more 
than I could bear. If my wife mu-t be 
exposed to the insults and licentious pas¬ 
sions of wicked slave-drivers and overseers; 
if she must bear the stripes of the lash 
laid on by an unmerciful tyrant; if this is 
to be done with impunity,which is frequent¬ 
ly done by slaveholders and their abettors, 
Heaven forbid that 1 should be compelled 
to witness the right. 

Not many months after 1 took up my 
residence on Win. Gatewood’s plantation, 
Malinda made trie a father. Tire clear lit 
tie daughter was called 'Mary Frances. 
She was nurtured and caressed by her 
mother and father, tmtiF she wa? large 
enough to creep over the* floor after her 
parents, and climb up by a chair before 1 
felt it my duty to leave my family and go 
into a foreign country for a season. Ma- 
linda’s business was to labor in the field 
the greater part of her time, and there 
was no one to take care' of poor little 
Fi ances, while her mother whs toiling in 
the field. She was left in the house to 
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creep under the feet of an unmerciful old 
mistress, whom I have known to slap with 
her hand the face of little Frances, for cry¬ 
ing after her mother, until her little face 
was left black and blue. 1 recollect that 
Malinda and myself came from the field 
one summer’s day at noon, and poor little 
Frances came creeping to her mother smil¬ 
ing, but with large tear drops standing in 
her dear little eyes, sobbing and trying to 
tell her mother that she had been abused, 
but was not able to utter a word. Her' 
little face was bruised black with the 
whole print of Mrs. Gatewood’s hand. 
This print was plainly to be seen for eight 
days after it was done. But oh ! this dar¬ 
ling child was a slave; born of a slave 
mother. Who can imagine what could 
be the feelings of a father and mother, 
when looking upon their infant child whip¬ 
ped and tortured with impunity, and they 
placed in a situation where they could af¬ 
ford it no protection. But we were all 
claimed and held as property; the father 
and mother were slaves ? 

On this same plantation 1 was compell¬ 
ed to see my wile shamefully scourged and 
abused by her master; and the manner in 
which this was done, was so violent and 
inhumanly committed upon the person of 
a female, that I despair in finding decent 
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language'to describe the bloody act of cru¬ 
elty. My happiness or pleasure was then 
all blasted ; for it was sometimes a pleas¬ 
ure to be with my little Family even in slave¬ 
ry. I loved them as my wife and child. 
Little Frances was a pretty child; she 
was quiet, playful, bright, and interesting. 
She had a keen black eye, and the very 
image of her mother was stamped upon 
her cheek; but I could never look upon the 
dear little child without being filled with 
sorrow and fearful apprehensions of being 
separated by slaveholders, because she 
was a slave, regarded as property'. And 
unfortunately for me, I am the father of a 
slave, a word too obnoxious to be spoken by 
a fugitive slave. It calls fresh to my mind 
the separation of husband and wife; of 
stripping, tying up and Hogging; of tear¬ 
ing children from their parents; and selling 
them on the auction block. It calls to mind 
female virtue trampled under foot with 
impunity. But oh ! when l remember that 
my daughter, my only child, is still there, 
destined to share the fate of all these calam¬ 
ities, it is too much to bear, if ever there 
was one act of my life, while a slave, that 
I lament over, it is that of being a father 
and husband of slaves. I have the satis¬ 
faction of knowing that I am only the fath¬ 
er of one slave. She is bone of my 
3.—Vol. VI. 
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bone, and flesh of my flesh; poor unfortu¬ 
nate child. She was the first and shall be 
the last slave that ever 1 will father for 
chains and slavery on this earth. 
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MV FIRST ADVENTURE FOR LIBERTY. 


In the full or winter of 1837 I formed a? 
resolution that I would escape, if possible,, 
to Canada, for my Liberty. 1 commenced 
from that hour making preparations for the 
dangerous experiment of breaking the 
chains that bound me as a slave. My pre¬ 
paration for this voyage consisted in the 
accumulation of a little money, perhaps- 
not exceeding two dollars and fifty cents, 
and a suit which I had never been seen or 
known to wear before; this was to avoid 
detection. 

On the twenty-fifth of December, 1837, 
my long anticipated time had arrived when 
l was to put into operation my resolution, 
which was to bolt for Liberty or consent to 
die a Slave. I acted upon the former, al¬ 
though I confess it to be one of the most 
self-denying acts of my whole life, to take 



leave of an affectionate; wife, who stood 
before me on my departure, with dear little 
Frances in her arms, and with tears of sor¬ 
row in her eyes as she bid. me a long fare¬ 
well. It required all the rrioral courage 
that I was master of to suppress my feel¬ 
ings while taking leave of my little family. 

Had Malinda known my intention at 
that time, it would not have been pos¬ 
sible for me to have got away, and I might 
have this day been a slave. Notwithstand¬ 
ing every inducement was held out to me 
to run away if 1 would be free, and the 
voice of liberty was thundering in my ve¬ 
ry soul, “ Be free oh, man! be free,” I was 
struggling against a thousand obstacles 
which had clustered around my mind to 
bind my wounded spirit still in the dark 
prison of mental degredation. My strong 
attachments to friends and relatives, with 
all the love of home and birth-place which 
is so natural among the hum m family, 
twined about my heart, and were hard to 
break away from. And withal, the fear of 
being pursued with guns and blood hounds, 
and of being k lied, or captured and taken 
to the extreme South to linger out my da) s in 
hopeless bondage on some cotton or sugar 
plantation, all combined to deter me. But 
1 had counted the cost, and was fully pre¬ 
pared to make the sacrifice. The time for 
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fulfilling my pledge was then at hand. I 
must forsake friends and neighbors, wile 
and child, or consent to live and die a slave. 

By the permission of my keeper, I start¬ 
ed out to work for myself on Christmas. 

I went to the Ohio River, which was but 
a short distance from Bedford. My excuse 
for wanting to go there was to get work. 
High wages were offered for hands to work 
there; according to promise, when I arri¬ 
ved at the river I managed to find a con¬ 
veyance to cross over into a free state. I 
was landed in the village of Madison, In¬ 
diana, where steamboats were landing ev¬ 
ery day and night, passing up and down 
the river, which afforded me a good oppor¬ 
tunity of getting a boat passage to Cincin- 
ati. My anticipation being worked up lo 
the highest pitch, no sooner was the cur¬ 
tain of night dropped over the village, 
than I secreted myself where no one cpuld 
see me, and changed my suit ready for the 
passage. Soon I heard the welcome sound 
of a steamboat coming up the river Ohio, 
which was soon to waft me beyond the 
limits ol’the human slave markets of Ken¬ 
tucky. When the boat had landed at Mad ■ 
ison, notwithstanding my strong desire to 
get off, my heart trembled within me in 
view of the great danger to which 1 was 
exposed in taking passage on board of a 
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Southern steamboat; hence before I took 

f assage, I kneeled down before the Great 
Am, and prayed for his aid and protec¬ 
tion, which He bountifully bestowed even 
beyond my expectation; fori felt myself to 
be unworthy. I then stept boldly on the 
deck of this splendid swift-running Steam¬ 
er, bound for the city of Cincinnati. This 
being the first voyage that I had ever ta¬ 
ken on board of a Steamboat, I was filled 
with fear and excitement, knowing that I 
was surrounded by the vilest enemies of 
God and man, liable to be seized and 
bound hand and foot, by any white man, 
and taken back into captivity. But I crowd¬ 
ed myself back from the Jig-lit among the 
deck passengers, where it would be difficult 
to distinguish me from from a white man. 
Every time during the night that the mate 
Pfrme round with a light after the hands, I 
was afraid he would see I was a colored 
man, and take me up; hence I kept from 
the light as much as possible. Some men 
love darkness rather than light, because 
their deeds are evil; but this was not the 
case with myself;, it was to avoid detection 
in doing right. This was one of the in¬ 
stances of my adventures that my affinity 
with the Anglo-Saxon race, and even with 
slaveholders, worked well for my escape, 
But no thanks to them for it While ip 
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their midst they have not only robbed me 
of my labor and liberty, but they have al¬ 
most entirely robbed me of my dark com¬ 
plexion. Being so near the color of a 
slaveholder, they could not, or did not find 
me out that night among the white passen¬ 
gers. There was one of the deck hands 
on board called out on his watch, whose 
hammock was swinging up near me. 1 
asked him if he would let me He in it. lie 
said if I would pay him twenty-five cents 
that I might lie in until day. I readily paid 
him the price and got into the ham¬ 
mock. No one could see my face 
to know whether I was white or color¬ 
ed, while 1 was in the hammock; but I nev¬ 
er closed my eyes for sleep that night. I 
had often heard of explosions on board of 
Steamboats; and every time the boat land¬ 
ed, and bio wed off steam, I was afraid the 
boiler had bursted and we should all be 
killed ; but I lived through the night amid 
the many dangers to which I was exposed. 
I still maintained my position until the next 
morning about 8 o’clock, when I heard the 
passengers saying the boat was near Cin¬ 
cinnati; and by this time I supposed that 
the attention of the people would be turn¬ 
ed to the city, and 1 might pass off unno¬ 
ticed. 

Thorp were no questions asked me wlpje 
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on board the boat. The boat landed about 
9 o’clock in the morning in Cincinnati, 
and I waited until aftermost of the passen¬ 
gers had gone off of the boat; 1 then walk¬ 
ed as gracefully up the street as if I was 
not running away, until I had got pretty 
well up Broadway. My object was to go 
to Canada, but having no knowledge of the 
road, it was necessary for mo to make 
some inquiry before I left the city. 1 was 
afraid to ask a white person, and I could 
see i>o e©l!ored person to ask. But fortu¬ 
nately for me 1 found a company of little 
boys at play in the street, and through 
these little boys, by asking them indirect 
questions, 1 found the residence of a col¬ 
ored man. 

“ Boys, can you tell me where that old 
colored man lives who saws wood, and 
works at jobs around the streets?” 

? What' is his name?” said one of the 
boys. 

“ I forget.” 

“Is it old Job Dundy ?” 

“ Is Dundy a colored man ?” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ Thatjis the very man. 1 am looking for ; 
will you show rh.e where he lives ?” 

“ Yes,” said the little boy, and pointed 
me out the house. 

' Mi*. D. invited me in, and I found him ly 
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be a true friend. He asked iixe if I was a 
slave from Kentucky, and if i ever intend¬ 
ed to go back info slavery ? Not knowing 
yet whether he was truly in favor of slaves 
running away, 1 told him that 1 had just 
come to spend my Christmas holidays, and 
that I was going back. 11 is reply was, 
“ my son, I would never go back if I was 
in your place; you have a right to your 
liberty.” I then asked him how I should 
get my freedom ? He referred me to Can¬ 
ada, over which waved freedom’s flag, de¬ 
fended by the British Government, upon 
whose soil there cannot be the foot print 
of a slave. 

He then commenced telling me of the 
facilities for my escape to Canada; of the 
Abolitionists ; of the Abolition Societies, 
and of their fidelity to the cause of suf¬ 
fering humanity. This was the first time 
in my life that ever I had heard of such 
people being in existence as the Aboli¬ 
tionists. I supposed that they were a dif¬ 
ferent race of people. He conducted me 
to the house of one of those warm-heart¬ 
ed friends of God and the slave. I found 
him willing to aid a poor fugitive on his 
way to Canada, even to the dividing of 
the last cent, or morsel of bread if nec¬ 
essary. 

These kind friends gave me something 
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to eat, and started me on my way to Can¬ 
ada, with a recommendation to a friend on 
my way. This was the commencement of 
what was called the under ground rail 
road to Canada. I walked with bold cott¬ 
age, trusting in the arm of Omnipotence; 
guided by the unchangeable North Star by 
night, and inspired by an elevated thought 
that I was fleeing from a land of slavery 
and oppression, bidding farewell to hand¬ 
cuffs, whips, thumb-screws and chains. 

I traveled on until I had arrived at the 
place where I was directed to call on an 
Abolitionist, but I made no stop: so great 
were my fears of being pursued by the 
pro-slavery hunting dogs of the South. I 
prosecute 1 my journey vigorously for for¬ 
ty- eight hours without food or rest, strug¬ 
gling against external difficulties such as 
no one can imagine who has never expe¬ 
rienced the same: not knowing what mo¬ 
ment I might be captured while traveling 
among strangers, through cold and fear, 
breasting the north winds, being thinly 
clad, pelted by the snow storms through 
the dark hours of the night, and not a 
house in which I could enter to shelter me 
from the storm. 

The second night from Cincinnati, about 
tpidnight I thought I should freeze; nty 
shoes were worn through, and my feet were 
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exposed to the "bare ground. I approach¬ 
ed a house by the roadside, knocked at 
the door, and asked admission to their 
fire, but was relused. I went to the next 
house, and was refused their fire-side, to 
prevent my freezing. This I thought was 
hard treatment among the human family. 

But— 

“ Behind a frowning Providence there was a smiling face.’’ 

which soon shed beams of light upon un¬ 
worthy me. 

The next morning I was still found 
struggling on my way, faint, hungry, lame, 
and rest-broken. I could see people tak¬ 
ing breakfast from the roadside, but I did 
not dare to enter their houses to get my 
breakfast, for neither love nor money. In 
passing a cottage, I saw the breakfast ta¬ 
ble spread with all its bounties, and I could 
see no male person about the house; the 
temptation for food was greater than 1 could 
resist. 

I saw a lady about the table and I 
thought that if she was ever so much dis¬ 
posed to take me up, that she would have 
to catch me, and that would have been im¬ 
possible, I stepped up to the door with 
my hat off, and asked her if she would ho 
good enough to sell me a sixpence worth 
of bread and meat. She cut off a piece 
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and brought it to me; I thanked her for it, 
and handed her the pay, but instead of re¬ 
ceiving it, she burst into tears, and said, 
“ never mind the money,” but gently 
turned away bidding me go on my jour¬ 
ney. This was altogether unexpected to 
me: I had found a friend in the time of 
need among strangers, and nothing could 
be more cheering in the day of trouble 
than this. When I left that place I start¬ 
ed with bolder courage. The next night I 
put up at a tavern, and continued stopping 
at public houses until my means were 
tiboht gone. When I got to the Black 
Swamp in the county of Wood, Ohio, I 
stopped one night at a hotel, after travel¬ 
ing all day through mud and snow; but I 
soon found that I should be unable to pay 
my bill. This was about the time that 
the “ wild-cat banks” were in a flourishing 
state, and ; ‘shin plasters”* in abundance; 
they would charge a dollar for one night’s 
lodging. 

After I had found out this, I slipped out 
of the barroom into the kitchen where the 
landlady was getting supper; as she had 
quite a number of travelers to cook for 
that night, I told her if she would accept 
my services, I would assist her in getting 

^Nickname for temporary money. 
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slipper; that I was a cook. She very read¬ 
ily accepted the offer, and I went to work. 

.She was very much pleased with my 
work, and the next morning l helped her 
to get breakfast. She then wanted to hire 
me for all winter, bat J refused for fear I 
might be pursued. 

When I started the second morning they 
paid me fifty cents beside my board with 
the understanding that 1 was to return; but 
1 have not gone back yet. 

I arrived the next morning in the village 
of Perrysburgh, where I found quite a set¬ 
tlement of colored people, many of whom 
were fugitive slaves. I made my case 
known and they sympathized with me. I 
was a stranger, and they took me in and 
persuaded me to spend the winter in Per¬ 
rysburgh, where 1 could get employment 
and go to Canada the next spring, in a 
steamboat which run from Perrysburgh, if 
I thought it proper so to do. 

I got a job of chopping wood during that 
winter which enabled me to purchase my¬ 
self a suit, i nd after paying my board the 
next spring, L had saved fifteen dollars in 
eash. My intention was to go back to 
Kentucky after my wife. 

When I got ready to start, which was 
about the first of May, my friends per¬ 
suaded me not to go, but. to get some other 




•16 


henry niBB. 


person to go,for fear that I might be caught 
and sold off from my family into slavery 
forever. But I could not refrain from go¬ 
ing back myself, believing that I could ac¬ 
complish it better than a stranger. 

'Ebe money that 1 had would not pass 
in the South, and for the purpose of get- 
ling. it off to a good advantage, I took a 
steamboat passage to Detroit, Michigan, 
and there 1 spent all my money for dry 
goods to peddle out on my way back 
through the State of Ohio. I also pur¬ 
chased ni 3 7 self a pair of false whiskers to 
put on when I got back to Kentucky, to 
prevent any. one from knowing me after 
night, should they see me. 1 then started 
hack after my little family. 
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t succeeded very well in selling out my 
goods, and when 1 arrived at Cincinnati, 1 
called on some of my friends who had aid¬ 
ed me on my first escape. They also op¬ 
posed me in going back only for my own 
good. But it has ever been characteristic 
of me to persevere in what I undertake. 

I took a steamboat passage which would 
bring me to where 1 should want to land 
about dark, so as to give me a chance to 
find my family during the night if possible, 
The boat landed me at the proper place, 
and at the proper lime accordingly. This 
landing was about six miles from Bedford, 
where my mother and wife lived, but with 
different families. My mother was the 
cook at a tavern, in Bedford. When 1 ap¬ 
proached where mother was living, I re¬ 
membered where she slept in the kitch- 
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en; her bed was near the window. 

It was a blight moonlight night, and in 
looking through the kitchen window, 1 saw 
a person lying in bed about where my 
mother had formerly slept. 1 rapped on 
the glass which awakened the person, in 
whom I recognized my dear mother, but 
she knew me not, as 1 was dressed in dis¬ 
guise with my false whiskers on ; but she 
came to the window and asked who 1 was 
and what I wanted. But when I took off 
my false whiskers, and spoke to her, she 
knew my voice, and sprang to the door, 
clasping my hand, exclaiming, “ Oh! is this 
my son,” drawing me into the room, where 
I was so fortunate as to find Malinda, and 
little Frances, my wife and child, whom 1 
had left to find the fair climes of liberty, 
and whom 1 was seeking to rescue from 
perpetual slavery. 

They never expected to see me again 
in this life. I am entirely unable to to de¬ 
scribe what my feelings were at that time. 
It was almost like the return of the prodi¬ 
gal son. There was weeping and rejoic¬ 
ing. They were filled with surprise and 
fear; with sadness and joy. The sensa¬ 
tion of joy at that moment Hashed like 
lightning over my afflicted mind, mingled 
with a thousand dreadful apprehensions, 
that none but a heart wounded slave fath- 
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er and husband like myself can possibly 
imagine. After talking the matter over, 
we decided it was not best to start with my 
family that night, as it was very uncertain 
whether we should get a boat passage im¬ 
mediately. And in case of failure, if Ma- 
linda should get back even before daylight 
the next morning, it would have excited 
suspicion against her, as it was not cus¬ 
tomary for slaves to leave home at that stage 
of the week without permission. Hence 
we thought it would be the most effectual 
way for her to escape, to start on Saturday 
night; thh -being a night on which the 
slaves of Kentucky are permitted to visit 
around among their friends, and are often 
allowed to stay until the afternoon on Sab¬ 
bath day. 

I gave Malinda money to pay her pa^ - 
sage on board of a steamboat to Cincinna¬ 
ti, as it was not safe for me to wait for 
her until Saturday night: but she was to 
meet me in Cincinnati, if possible, the 
next Sunday. Her father was to go with 
her to the Ohio River on Saturday night, 
and if a boat passed up during the night 
she was to get on board at Madison, and 
come to Cincinnati. If she should fail in 
getting off that night she was to try it the 
next Saturday night. This was the un¬ 
derstanding when we separated. This 
4.—Yol. VI. 
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we thought was the best plan for her es¬ 
cape, as there had been so much excite¬ 
ment caused by my running away. 

The owners of my wife were very much 
afraid that she would follow me; and to 
prevent her they had told her and other 
slaves that I had been persuaded off by 
the Abolitionists, who had promised to set 
me free, but had sold me off to New Or¬ 
leans. They told the slaves to beware of 
the abolitionists, their object was to decoy 
off slaves and then sell them oil in New 
Orleans. Some of them believed this, and 
others believed it not; and the owners of 
my wife were more watchful over her than 
they had ever been before, as she was un¬ 
believing.. 

This was in the month of June, 18S8. 
I left Malinda on a bright but lonesome 
Wednesday night. When I arrived at the 
river Ohio, 1 found a small craft chained 
to a tree, in which 1 ferried myself across 
the stream. 

I succeeded in getting a steamboat pas¬ 
sage back to Cincinnati, where 1 put up 
with one of my abolition friends who knew 
that 1 had gone after my family, and who 
appeared to be much surprised to see me 
again. I was soon visited by several 
friends who knew of my having gone back 
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why I had not brought, my family with 
me; but after they understood the plan r 
and that my family was expected to be in 
Cincinnati within a few days, they thought 
it. the best, and safest plan for us to take a 
stage passage out to Lake Erie. But be¬ 
ing short of money 1 was not able, to pay 
my passage in the stage, even if it would 
have prevented me from being caught by 
the slave hunters of Cincinnati, or save 
me from being taken back into bondage 
for life. 

These friends proposed helping me by 
subscription; I accepted their kind offer, 
but in going among friends to solicit aid 
for me, they happened to go among trait¬ 
ors, and kidnappers, both white and color¬ 
ed men, who made their living by that 
kind of business. Several persons called 
on me and made me small donations, anil 
among them two white men came in pro¬ 
fessing to be my friends. They told me 
not to be afraid of them, they were aboli¬ 
tionists. They asked me a great many 
questions. They wanted to know if I 
needed any help ? and they wanted to 
know if it could be possible that a man so 
near white as myself could be a slave ? 
Could it. be possible that men would make 
slaves of their own children ? They ex¬ 
pressed great sympathy for me and gave 
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me fifty cents each; by this they gained 
my confidence. Tuey asked my master's 
name; where he lived, &c. After which 
they left the room, bidding me God-speed. 
These traitors, or land pirates, took pas- 
sage on the first steamboat down the river, 
m search of my owners. When they found 
them, they got a reward of three hundred 
dollars offered for the re-capt.ure of this 
“ stray ” which they had so long and faith¬ 
fully been hunting, by day and by night, 
by land and by water, with dogs and with 
guns, but all without success. This being 
the last and only chance for dragging me 
back into hopeless bondage, time and mon- 
ney was no object when they saw a pros¬ 
pect of my being re taken. 

Mr. Gatewood got two of his slavehold¬ 
ing neighbors to go with him to Cincinnati, 
for the purpose of swearing to an)'thing 
which might be necessary to change me 
back into property. They came on to Cin¬ 
cinnati, and with but little effort they soon 
rallied a mob of ruffians who were willing 
to become the watch dogs of slaveholders, 
fora dram, in connection with a few slave¬ 
hunting petty constables. 

While 1 was waiting the arrival of my 
family, I got a job of digging a cellar for 
the good lady where I was stopping while 
I was digging under the house, all at once 
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1 heard a man enter the house; and another 
slept up to the cellar door to where I was 
at work; he looked in and saw me with 
mj r coat off at work. He then nipped 
over the cellar door on Ihe house side, to 
notify the one who had entered the house 
to look for me that I was in the cellar. 
This strange conduct soon excited suspi¬ 
cion so strong in me, that I could not stay 
in the cellar and started to come out, but 
the man who stood by the door, rapped 
again on the house side, for the other to 
come to his aid, and told me to stop. I 
attempted to pass out by him, and he 
caught hold of me, and drew a pistol, 
swearing if I did not stop he would shoot 
me down. By this time I knew that I was 
betrayed. 

I asked him what crime I had commit¬ 
ted that I should be murdered. 

“ I will let you know, very soon,” said 
he. 

By this time there were others coming to 
his aid, and I could see no way by which 1 
could possibly escape thejaws of that hell 
upon earth. 

All my flattering prospects of enjoying 
my own fire-side, with my little family, 
were then blasted and gone; and I must 
bid farewell to friends and freedom forever. 

In vain did I look to the infamous laws 
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of the Commonwealth of Ohio, for that 
protection against violence and outrage, 
that even the vilest criminal with a white 
skin might enjoy. But oh! the dreadful 
thought, that after all ray sacrifice and 
struggling to rescue my family from the 
hands of the oppressor; that I should be 
dragged back into cruel bondage to suffer 
the penalty of a try ant’s law, to endure 
stripes and imprisonment, and to be shut 
out from all moral as well as intellectual 
improvement, and linger out almost a 
living death. 

When I saw a crowd of blood-thirsty, 
unprincipled slave hunters rushing upon 
me armed with weapons of death, it was 
no use for me to undertake to fight my 
way through against such fearful odds. 

But 1 broke away from the man who 
stood by with his pistol drawn to shoot me 
if 1 should resist, and reached the fence 
and attempted to jump over it before 1 was 
overtaken; but the fence being very high 
X was caught by my 7 legs before I got over. 

1 kicked and struggled with all my might 
to get away, but without success. I kick- 
a new cloth coat off’ his back, while he was 
holding to my leg. 1 kicked another in 
his eye; but they never let me go until they 
got more help. By this time, there was a 
crowd on the out side of the fence with 



clubs to beat me back. Finally, they suc¬ 
ceeded in dragging me from the fence and 
overpowered me by numbers and choked 
me almost to death. 

These ruffians dragged me through the 
streets of Cincinnati, to what was called 
a justice office. But it was more like an 
office of injustice. 

When I entered the room I was introduc¬ 
ed to three slaveholders, ono of whom 
was the son of Wm. Gatewood, who claim¬ 
ed me as his property. They pretended 
to be very glad to see me. 

They asked me if 1 did not want to see 
my wife and child; but I made no reply to 
anything that was said until I was deliv- 
ed up as a slave. After they were asked 
a few questions by the court, the old pro¬ 
slavery squire very gravely pronounced me 
to be the property of Mr. Gatewood. 

The office being crowded with spectators 
many of whom were colored persons, Mr. 
G. was afraid to keep me in Cincinnati, 
two or three hours even until a Steamboat 
got ready for the South. So they took me 
across the river, and locked me up in the 
Covington jail, for safe keeping. This 
was the first time in life that I had been 
put into a jail. It was truly distressing 
to my feeling to be locked up in a cold 
dungeon for no crime. The jailor not be- 
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ing at home, his wife had to act in his 
place. After my owners had gone back to 
Cincinnati, the jailor’s wife, in company 
with another female, came into the jail 
and talked very friendly. 

I told them all about my situation, and 
these ladies said they hoped that I 
might get away again, and went so far as 
to tell me if 1 should be kept in the jail 
that night, there was a hole under the wall 
of the jail where a prisoner had got out. 
It was oftly filled up with loose dirt, they 
said, and I might scratch it out and clear 
myself. 

This I thought was a kind word from an 
unexpected friend: I had power to have 
takert tlie key frorii those ladies, in spite 
of them, and have cleared myself; but 
knowing that they would have to suffer 
for letting me get away, I thought 1 would 
wait until after dark, at which time I should 
try to make my escape, if they should not 
take me out before that time. But within 
two or three hours, they came after me, 
and conducted me on board of a boat, on 
which we all took passage down to Louis¬ 
ville. 1 was not confined in any way, but 
was well guarded by five men, three of 
whom were slaveholders,and the two young 
men from Cincinnati, who had betrayed 
me. 
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After the boat had got fairly under way, 
with these vile men standing around nie 
on the upper deck of the boat, and she ud¬ 
der full speed, carrying me back into d 
land of torment, I could see no possible 
way of escape. Yet, while I was permit- 
ed to gaze on the beauties of nature, on 
free soil, as I passed down the river, things ' 
looked to me uncommonly pleasant: The 
green trees and wild flowers of the forest; 
the ripening harvest fields waving with the 
gentle breezes of heaven; and the honest 
farmers tilling their soil and living by their 
own toil. These things seem to light upon 
rrty visiofl with a peculiar charm. I was 
Conscious of what must be my fate; a wretch- 
fed victim lor Slavery without limit; to be 
sold like an ox, into hopeless bondage, and 
to be worked under the flesh-devouring 
lash during life without wages. 

This was to me an awful thought; every 
time the boat run near the shore, I was 
tempted to leap from the dfeck down into 
the water, with a hope of making my es¬ 
cape. Such was then my feeling. 

But on a moment’s reflection,reason wdth 
her warning voice overcame this passion 
by pointing out the dreadful consequences 
of one’s committing suicide. And this I 
thought would have a very striking resem¬ 
blance to the act, aud l declined putting 
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into practice this dangerous experiment, 
though the temptation was great. 

These kidnapping gentlemen, seeing 
that I was much dissatisfied, commenced 
talking to me, by saying that I must not be 
cast down; they were going to take me 
back home to live with my family, if I 
would promise not to run away again. 

To this I agreed, and told them that this 
was all that I could ask, and more than I 
had expected. 

But they were not satisfied with having 
recaptured me, because they had lost oth¬ 
er slaves and supposed that 1 knew their 
whereabouts ; and truly I did They want¬ 
ed me to tell them ; but before telling I 
wanted them to tell who it was that had 
betrayed “me into their hands. They said 
that 1 was betrayed b}' two colored men in 
Cincinnati, whose names they were back¬ 
ward in telling, because their business in 
connection with themselves was to betray 
and catch fugitive slaves for the reward 
offered. They undertook to justify the act 
by saying if they had not betrayed me, that 
somebody else would, and if I would tell 
them where they could catch a number of 
other runaway slaves, they would pay for 
me and set me free, and would then take 
me in as one of the Club. They said I 
>yoyld spop make rponey enough to buy 
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obth my wife and child out of slavery 

But 1 replied, “ No, gentlemen, I cannot 
commit or do an act of that kind, even if it 
were in my power to do so. I know that 
I am now in the power of a master who 
can sell me from my family for life, or pun¬ 
ish me for the crime of running away, just 
as he pleases : I know that I am a priso¬ 
ner lor life, ar.d have no way of extricating 
myself; and I also know that I have been 
deceived and betrayed by men who pro¬ 
fessed to be my best friends ; but can all 
this justify me in becoming a traitor to oth¬ 
ers ? Can 1 do that which 1 complain of 
others for doing unto me? Never, I trust, 
while a single pulsation of my heart con¬ 
tinues to beat, can 1 consent to betray a 
fellow man like myself back into bondage, 
who has escaped. Dear as I love my wife 
and little child, and as much as I should 
like to enjoy freedom and happiness with 
them, I am unwilling to bring this about 
by betraying and destroying the liberty and 
happiness of others who have never offend¬ 
ed me !” 

1 then asked them again if they would 
do me the kindness to tell me who it wa? 
betrayed me into their hands at Cincinna¬ 
ti ? They agreed to tell me with the un¬ 
derstanding that I was to tell where there 
was living, a family of slaves at the North, 
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who had riin away from Mr. King of Ken¬ 
tucky. I should not have agreed to this, 
but I knew the slaves were in Canada, 
where it was not possible for them to be 
captured. After they had told me the 
names of the persons who had betrayed 
me, and how it was done, then I told them 
their slaves were in Canada, doing well.— 
The two white men were Constables, who 
claimed the right of taking up any strange 
colored person as a slave ; while the two 
Colored kidnappers, under the pretext of 
being abolitionists, would find out all the 
fugitives they could, and inform these Con¬ 
stables for which they got a part of the re¬ 
ward, after they had found out where the 
slaves were from, the name of his master, 
&c. By the agency of these colored men, 
they were seized by a band of white ruff¬ 
ians, locked up in jail, and their master 
sent for. These colored kidnappers, with 
the Constables, were getting rich by be¬ 
traying fugitive slaves. This was told me 
by one of the Constables, while they were 
all standing around trying to induce me to 
engage in the same business for the sake 
of regaining my own liberty, and that of 
my wife and child. But my answer even 
there, under the most trying circumstances 
surrounded by the strongest enemies of 
God and man, was most emphatically in 
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the negative. “ Let my punishment be 
what it. may, either with*the lash or by sel¬ 
ling me away from my friends and home ; 
let my destiny be what you please, I can 
never engage in this business for the sake 
of getting free.” 

They said I should not be sold nor pun¬ 
ished with the lash for what 1 had done, 
but 1 should be carried back to Bedford, to 
live with my wife. Yet when the boat got 
t) where we should have landed, she wafted 
by without making any stop. I felt awful 
in view of never seeing my family again ; 
they asked what was Ihe matter? what 
made me look so cast down ? I informed 
them that I knew I was to be sold in the 
Louisville slave market, or in New Orleans 
and 1 never expected to see my family 
again. But they tried to pacify me by 
promising not to sell me to a slave trader 
who would take me off to New Orleans ; 
cautioning me at the same time not to let 
it be known that I had been a runaway. 
1 his would very much lessen the value of 
mein market. They would not punish me 
by putting irons on my limbs, but would 
give me a good name, and sell me to some 
gentleman in Louisville fora house ser¬ 
vant. They thought I would soon make 
money enough to buy myself, and would 
not part with me if they could get along 
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without. But I had cost them so much in 
advertising and looking for me, that .they 
were involved by it. In the first place 
they paid eight hundred and fifty dollars 
for me ; and when I first run away, they 
paid one one hundred for advertising and 
looking after me ; and now they had to pay 
about forty dollars, expenses traveling to 
and from Cincinnati, in addition to three 
hundred dollars reward ; and they were not 
able to pay the reward without selling me. 

1 knew then the only alternative left for 
me to extricate myself was to use decep¬ 
tion, which is tin* most effectual defence a 
slave can use. 1 pretended to be satisfied 
for the purpose of getting an opportunity 
of giving them the slip. 

But oh, the distress of mind, the lamen¬ 
table thought that 1 should never again see 
the face nor hear the gentle voice of my 
nearest and dearest friends in this life, I 
could imagine what must be my fate from 
my peculiar situation. To be sold to llm 
highest bidder, and then wear the chains 
of slavery down to the grave. The day 
star of liberty which had once cheered and 
gladdened my heart, in freedom’s land, had 
then hidden itself from my vision, and the 
dark and dismal frown of slavery had ob¬ 
scured the sunshine of freedom from me as 
thej’ supposed for all time to come. 


hfcNfcY BiBB. 


6S 

But the understanding between us was, 
I was not to be tied, chained, nor flogged; 
for it they should take me into the city 
handcuffed and guarded by five men the 
question might be asked what crime 1 had 
committed ? And if it should be known 
that I had been a runaway to Canada, it 
would lessen the value ot me at least one 
hundred dollars. 

When the boat arrived at Louisville, the 
day being too far spent for them to dispose 
of me, they had to put up at a Hotel.— 
When we left the boat, they were afraid 
of my bolting from them in the street, and 
to prevent this they topk hold of my arms, 
one on each side of me, gallanting me up 
to the hotel with as much propriety as if 
1 had been a white lady. This was to de¬ 
ceive the people, and prevent my getting 
away from them. 

They called for a bed-room to which I 
was conducted and locked within. That 
night three of them lodged in the same 
room to guard me. They locked the door 
and put the key under the head of their 
bed. 1 could see no possible way for my 
escape withoutjumping out of a high three 
story house window. 

It was almost impossible for me to sleep 
that night in my peculiar situation. 1 
passed the night in prayer to our Heavenly 
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Father, asking that He would open to me 
even the smallest chance for escape. 

The next morning after they had taken 
breakfast, four of them left me in the care 
of Dan Lane. He was what might be 
called one of the watch dogs of Kentucky. 
There was nothing too mean for him to do. 
He never blushed to rob a slave mother 
of her children, no matter how young or 
small. He was also celebrated for slave 
selling, kidnapping, and negro hunting. 
He was well known in that region by the 
slave as well as the slaveholders, to have 
all the qualifications necessary for his bu¬ 
siness. He was a drunkard, a gambler, a 
profligate, and a slaveholder. 

While the other four were looking around 
through the city for a purchaser, Dan was 
guarding me with his bowie knife and pis¬ 
tols. After a while the others came in 
with two persons to buy me, but on seeing 
me they remarked that they thought 1 
would run away, and asked me if I had 
ever run away. Dan sprang to his feet, 
and answered the question for me, by tell¬ 
ing one of the most palpable falsehoods 
that ever came from-the lips of a slave¬ 
holder. He leclared that I had never run 
away in my life ! 

Fortunatelj' for me, Dan, while the others 
were away, became unwell; and from tak- 
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ing salts, or from some other cause, was 
compelled to leave his room. OIF he start¬ 
ed to the horse stable which was located 
on one of the most public streets of Louis¬ 
ville, and of course I had to follow him. 
He gallanted me into the stable by the 
arm, and placed himself back in one of 
the horse stalls and ordered me to stand 
by until he was ready to come out. 

At this time a thousand thoughts were 
flashing through my mind with regard to 
the propriety of trying the springs of my 
heels; which nature had so well adapted 
for taking the body out of dauger, even in 
the most extraordinary emergencies. I 
thought in the attempt to get away by Tun¬ 
ing, if 1 should not succeed, it could make 
my condition no worse, for they could but 
sell me and this they were trying to do. 
These thoughts impelled me to keep edg¬ 
ing towards the door, though very cautious¬ 
ly. Dan kept looking around after me as 
if he was not satisfied at m 3 r getting so 
near the door. But the last 1 saw him in 
the stable was just as he turned his eyes 
from me; 1 nerved myself with all the 
moral courage I could command and bolt¬ 
ed for the door, perhaps with the fleetness 
of a much frightened deer; who never looks 
behind in time of peril. Dan was left in 
the stable to make, ready* for the race, or 
5—Vol. Vi. 
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jump out into the street half dressed, and 
thereby disgrace himself before the public 
eye. 

It would be impossible for me to set forth 
thie speed with which I run to avoid my ad¬ 
versary; I succeeded in turning a corner 
before Dan got sight of me, and by fast 
running, turning corners, and jumping 
high fences, I was enabled to effect my es¬ 
cape. 

In running so swiftly through the public 
streets, I thought it would be a safer course 
to leave the public way, and as quick as 
thought I spied a high board fence by the 
way and attempted to leap over it. The 
top board broke and down I came into a 
hen-eoop which stood by the fence. The 
dogs barked, and the liens flew and cackled 
so that I feared it would lead to my detec¬ 
tion before I could get out of the yard. 

The reader can only imagine how great 
must have been the excited state of my 
mind while exposed to such extraordinary 
peril and danger on every side. In danger 
of being seized by a savage dog, -which 
sprang at me when I fell into the hen¬ 
coop; in danger of being apprehended by 
the tenants of the lot; in danger of being 
shot or wounded by any one who might 
have attempted to stop me, a runaway 
slave; and in danger on the other hand of 
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being overtaken and getting in conflict 
with my adversary. With these apprehen¬ 
sions,caution dictated to me not to proceed 
far by day-light in this slaveholding city. 

Atthis moment every nerve and muscle 5 
of my whole system was in full stretch; and 
every faculty of the mind brought into ac¬ 
tion striving to save myself from being re¬ 
captured. I dared not go to the forest r 
knowing that 1 might be tracked by blood¬ 
hounds, and overtaken. I was so fortunate" 
as to find a hiding place in the city 
which seemed to be pointed out by the fin¬ 
ger of Providence. After running across 
lots, turning corners, and shunning my fel¬ 
low men, as if they were wild ferocious 
beasts, I found a hiding place in a pile of 
boards or scantling, where I kept concealed 
during that day. 

No tongue nor pen can describe the 
dreadful apprehensions under which I la¬ 
bored for the space of ten or twelve hours. 
My hiding place happened to be between 
two workshops, where there men at work 
within six or eight feet of me. I could im¬ 
agine that I heard them talking about me,, 
and at other times thought I heard the foot¬ 
steps of Daniel Lane in close pursuit. But 
I retained my position there until 9 or 10 
o’clock at night, without being discovered; 
after which 1 attempted to find my way out, 
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which was exceeding!}- difficult. The night 
?heing very dark, in a strange city, among 
■^slaveholders and slave hunters, to me it 
was like a person entering a wilderness 
among wolves and vipers, blindfolded. I 
was compelled from necessity to enter this 
'place for refuge under the most extraordi¬ 
nary state of excitement, without regard 
ifo its geographical position. I found my¬ 
self surrounded with a large block of build¬ 
ings, which comprised a whole square, built 
up mostty on three sides, so that I qould 
aee no way to pass out without exposing 
myself to the gaze of patrols, or slave 
catchers. 

In wandering around through the dark 
T happened to find a calf in a back yard, 
which w'as bawling after the cow.; the cow 
w*as also lowing in another direction, as 
if they were trying to find each other. A 
thought struck me that there must be an 
outlet somewhere about, where the cow 
and call w-ere trying to meet. I started 
in the direction where I heard the lowing 
• of the cowq and found an arch or tunnel 
extending betw-een two large brick build¬ 
ings, where I could see nothing of the cow’ 
but her ej^es, shining like balls of fire 
through the dark tunnel, between the 
walls, through which I passed to where she 
.stood. When I entered the street I found 
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them well lighted up. My heart was glad¬ 
dened to know there was another chance 
for my escape. No bird ever let out of a 
cage felt more like flying, than I felt for 
running. 

Before I left the city, I chanced to find 
by the way, an old man of color. Suppos¬ 
ing him to be a friend, I ventured to make 
known my situation, and asked him if he 
would get me a bite to eat. The old man 
most cheerfully complied with mv request. 
I was then about forty miles from the res¬ 
idence of Wm. Gatewood, where my wife, 
whom I sought to rescue from slavery, was 
living. This was also in the direction it 
was necessary for me to travel in order to 
get back to the free North. Knowing that 
the slave catchers would most likely be 
watching the public highway for me, to* 
avoid them 1 made my way over the rocky" 
hills, woods and plantations, back to Bed¬ 
ford. 

I traveled all that night, guided on my 
way by the shining star of heaven alone. 
The next morning just before the break of 
day, I came right to a large plantation, 
about which I secreted myself, until the 
darkness of the night began to disappear. 
The morning larks began to chirp and sing 
merrily—pretty soon I heard the whip 
crack, and the voice of the ploughman 



driving in the corn field. About breakfast 
time, I heard the sound of the horn ; saw 
a number of slaves in the field with a 
white man, who I supposed to be their 
overseer. He started to the house before 
the felaves, which gave me an opportunity 
to get the attention of one of the slaves, 
whom I met at the fence, before he started 
to his breakfast, and made known to him 
my wants and distresses. I also requested 
him to bring me a piece of bread if he 
could when he came back to the field. 

The hospitable slave complied with my 
request. He came back to the field be¬ 
fore his fellow laborers, and brought me 
something to eat, and as an equivalent for 
his kindness, I instructed him with regard 
to liberty, Canada, and the way of escape, 
and the facilities by the way. He pledged 
his word that himself and others would be 
in Canada in less than six months from 
that day. This closed our interview, and 
we separated. I concealed myself in the 
forest until sunset,before I pursued my jour¬ 
ney; ayid the second night from Louisville, 
I arrived in the neighborhood of Bedford, 
where my little family were held in bond¬ 
age, whom 1 so earnestly strove to res¬ 
cue. 

I concealed myself by the aid of a friend 
in that neighborhood, intending again to 
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make my escape with my family. This 
confidential friend then carried a message 
t.o Malinda, requesting her to meet me on 
one side of the village. 

We met under the most fearful appre¬ 
hensions, for my pursuers had returned 
from Louisville, with the lamentable story 
that I was gone, and yet they were compell¬ 
ed to pay three hundred dollars to the 
Cincinnati slave catchers for re-capturing 
me there. 

Daniel Lane’s account of my escape 
from him, looked so unreasonable to slave¬ 
holders, that many of them charged him 
with selling me and keeping the money; 
while others believed that I had got away 
from him, and was then in the neighbor¬ 
hood, trying to take off my wife and child, 
which was true. Lane declared that in 
less than five minutes after I run out of 
the stable in Louisville, he had over twen¬ 
ty men running and looking in every di¬ 
rection after me; but all without-success. 
They could hear nothing of me. They had 
turned over several tons of hay in a large 
loft, in search, and I was not to be found 
there. Dan imputed my escape to my 
godliness ! He said that 1 must have gone 
up in a chariot of fire, for 1 went off by 
flying; and that he should never again have 
any thing to do with a.praying negro. 
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Great excitement prevailed in Bedford, 
and many were out watching for me at 
the time Malinda was relating to me these 
facts. The excitement was then so great 
among the slaveholders—who were anx¬ 
ious to have me re-captured as a means of 
discouraging other slaves from running 
away—that time and money were no ob¬ 
ject while there was the least prospect of 
their success. 1 therefore declined making 
an effort just at that time to escape with 
my little family. Malinda managed to 
get me into the house of a friend that night, 
in the village, where 1 kept concealed sev¬ 
eral days seeking an opportunity to escape 
with Malinda and Frances to Canada. 

But for some time Malinda was watch¬ 
ed so very closely by white and by colored 
persons, both day and night, that it was 
not possible for us to escape together. 
They well knew that my. little family was 
the only object of attraction that ever had 
or ever would induce me to come back and 
risk my liberty over the threshold of sla¬ 
very—therelore this point was well guard¬ 
ed by the watch dogs of slavery, andl was 
compelled again to forsake my wife for a 
season or surrender, which was suicidal to 
the cause of freedom, in my judgment. 

The next day after my arrival in Bed¬ 
ford, Daniel Lane came to the very house 
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wherein was I concealed and talked in my 
hearing to the family about my escape from 
him out of stable in Louisville. lie was 
near enough for me to have laid my hands 
on his head while in that house—and in¬ 
timidation which this produced on me was 
more than l could bear. I was also aware 
of the great temptation of the reward of¬ 
fered to white or colored persons for my 
apprehension; 1 was exposed to the other 
calamities which rendered it altogether un¬ 
safe for me to stay longer under that roof. 

One morning about 2 o'clock, I took 
leave of my little family and started for 
Canada. This was almost like tearing the 
limbs from my body. When we were 
about to separate, Malinda clasped my 
hand exclaiming, “ oh m}” soul ! my heart 
is almost broken at the thought of this 
dangerous separation. This maj* be the 
last time we may see each other’s faces in 
this life, which will destroy, all my future 
prospects for life and happiness forever.” 
At this time the poor unhappy woman 
burst into tears and wept loudly; and my 
eyes were not dry. We separated with 
the understanding that she was to meet 
me at a certain place in the State of 
Ohio; which would not be longer than two 
months from that time. 

1 Bucceededthat night in getting a steam- 
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boat conveyance back to Cincinnati, or 
within ten miles of the city. I was ap¬ 
prehensive that there were slave hunters 
in Cincinnati, watching the arrival of eve¬ 
ry boat up the river, expecting to catch 
me; and the boat landing to take in wood 
ten miles below the city, I got off and 
W’alked into Cincinnati, to avoid detection. 

On my arrival at the house of a friend, 
Iheard that the two young men who had be¬ 
trayed me for the three hundred dollars, 
had returned and were watching for me. 
One of my friends in whom I had great 
confidence, called on the traitors, after he 
had talked with me, and asked them what 
they had done with me. Their reply was 
that I had given them the slip, and that 
they were glad of it, because they believed 
that I was a good man, and if they could 
see me on my way to Canada, they would 
give money to aid me on my escape. My 
friend assured them if they would give 
any thing to aid me on my way, much or 
little, if they would put the same into his 
hands, he would give it to me that night, 
or return it them the next morning. 

They then wanted to know where l was 
and whether I was in the city; but he would 
not tell them, but one of them gave him 
one dollar for me, promising that if I was 
in the city, and he would let him know the 
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next morning,he would give me ten dollars. 

But I never waited for the ten dollars. 
I received one dollar of the amount which 
they got for betraying me, and started that 
night for the north. Their excuse for be¬ 
traying me, was, that catching runaways 
was their business, and if they had not 
done it somebody else would, but since 
they had got the reward they were glad 
tfrat I had made my escape. 

Having travelled the road several times 
from Cincinnati to Lake Erie, 1 traveled 
through without much difficulty. My 
friends in Perrysburgh, who knew that I 
had gone back into the very jaws of slavery 
after my family, were much surprised at 
my return, for they had heard that I was 
re-captured. 

After I had waited three months for the 
arrival of Malinda, and she came not, it 
caused me to be one of the most unhappy 
fugitives that ever left the South. I had 
waited eight or nine months without hear¬ 
ing from my family. I felt it to be my du¬ 
ty, as a husband and father to make one 
more effort. I felt as if I could not give 
them up to be sacrificed on the “ bloody 
altar of slavery.” I felt as if love, duty, 
humanity and justice,required that I should 
go back, putting my trust in the God of 
Liberty for success. 
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RETURN TO KENTUCKY. 


I prepared myself for the journey Before 
named, and started back in the month of 
July, 1839. 

My intention was, to let no person know 
my business unlil I returned to the North. 
I went to Cincinnati, and got a passage 
down on board of a boat just as 1 did the 
first time, without any misfortune or delay. 
I called on my mother, and the rising of a 
dead body from the grave could not have 
been more surprising to anj r one than my 
arrival was to her, on that sad summer’s 
night. She was not able to suppress her 
feelings. When I entered the room, there 
was but one person in the house with my 
mother, and this was a little slave girl who 
was asleep when I entered. The impul¬ 
sive feeling which is ever ready to act it¬ 
self out at the return of a long absent 
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friend, was more than my bereaved moth¬ 
er could suppress. And unfortunately for 
me, the loud shouts of joy at that late hour 
of the night, awakened the little slave girl, 
who afterwards betrayed me. She kept 
perfectly still, and never let either of us 
know that she was awake, in order that 
she might hear our conversation and re¬ 
port it. Mother informed me where my 
family was living, and that she would see 
them the next day, and would make ar¬ 
rangements for us to meet the next night at 
that house after the people had gone to 
bed. I then went off and concealed my¬ 
self during the next day, and according to 
promise came back the next night about 
eleven o’clock. 

When 1 got near the house, moving very 
cautiously,filled with fearful apprehensions 
I saw several men walking around the 
house as if they were looking ior some per¬ 
son. I went back and waited about an 
hour, before I returned, and the number of 
men increased. They were still to be seen 
lurking about this house, with dogs follow¬ 
ing them. This strange movement fright¬ 
ened me off again, and I never returned 
until after mid night, at which time I slip¬ 
ped up to the window, and rapped for my 
mother, who sprang to it and informed me 
that 1 was betrayed by the girl who over- 



heard our conversation the night before. 
She thought that if I could keep out of 
the way for a few days, the white people 
think would that the girl was mistaken, 
or had lied. She had told her old mis¬ 
tress that I was there that night, and had 
made a plot with my mother to gat my 
wife and child there the next night, and 
that I was going to take them off to Can¬ 
ada. 

I went off to a friend of mine, who ren¬ 
dered me all the aid that one slave could 
render another, under the circumstances. 
Thank God he is now free from slavery, 
and is doing well. He was a messenger 
for me to iny wife and mother, until at the 
suggestion of my mother, I changed an 
old friend for anew one, who betrayed me 
for the sum of five dollars. 

We had set the time when we were to 
start for Canada, which was to be on the 
next Saturday night. My mother had an 
old friend whom she thought was true, and 
she got him to conceal me in a barn, not 
over two miles from the village. This 
man brought provisions to me; sent by my 
mother, and would tell me all the news 
which was in circulation about me, among 
the citizens. But the poor fellow was not 
able to withstand the temptation of money. 

My owners had about given me up, and 



HENRY BIBB. 


79 


thought the report of the slave girl was 
false; but they had offered a little reward 
among the slaves for my apprehension. 
The night before 1 was betrayed, I met with 
my mother and wife, and we had sat up 
nearly all night plotting to start on the 
next Saturday night. I hid myself away 
in the flax in the barn, and being much 
rest-broken I slept until the next morning 
about 9 o’clock. Then I was awakened 
b} r a mob of blood-thirsty slaveholders, 
who had come armed with all the imple¬ 
ments of death, with a determination to 
reduce me again to a life of slavery, or 
murder me on the spot. 

When I looked up and saw that I was 
surrounded, they were exclaiming at the 
top of their voices, “ shoot him down ! 
shoot him clown !” “ If he offers to run, or 

to resist, kill him !” 

I saw it was no use for me to make any 
resistance, as 1 should be murdered. I 
felt confident that f had been betrayed by 
a slave, and all my flattering prospects of 
rescuing my family were gone for ever,and 
the grim monster slavery with all its hor¬ 
rors was staring me in the face. 

I surrendered myself to this hostile mob 
at once. The first thing they did was 
to bind my hands behind me with a cord,, 
and rob me of all I possessed. 
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In searching my pockets, they found my 
certificate from the Methodist E. Church, 
which had been given me by my classlead- 
er, testifying to my worthiness as a mem- 
of that church. And what made the mat¬ 
ter look more disgraceful to me, many of 
this mob were members of the M. E. 
Church, and they were the persons who 
took away my church ticket, and then rob¬ 
bed me also of fourteen dollars in cash, a 
silver watch for which I paid ten dollars, a 
pocket knife for which 1 paid seventy-five 
cents, and a Bible for which I paid sixty- 
two and one half cents. All this they ty¬ 
rannically robbed me of, and yet my own¬ 
er, Wm. Gatewood, was a regular member 
of the same church to which I belonged. 

He had me taken to a blacksmith’s shop, 
and most wickedly had my limbs bound 
with heavy irons, and then had my body 
within the cold dungeon walls of the Bed¬ 
ford jail, to be sold to a Southern slave 
trader. 

My heart was filled with grief—my eyes 
were filled with tears. I could see no way 
of escape. 1 could hear no voice of con¬ 
solation. Slaveholders were coming to 
the dungeon window in great numbers to 
ask me questions. Some were rejoicing— 
some swearing, and others saying that I 
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ought to be hung ; while others were 
in. favor of sending both me and my wife 
to New-Orleans. They supposed that I 
had informed her all about the facilities for 
slaves to escape to Canada, and that she 
would tell other slaves after I was gone ; 
hence we must all be sent off to where we 
could neither escape ourselves, nor instruct 
each other the way. 

In the afternoon of the same day Malin- 
da was permitted to visit the prison where¬ 
in I was locked, but was not permitted to 
enter the door. When she looked through 
the dungeon grates and saw my sad sit¬ 
uation, which was caused by my repeated 
adventures to rescue her and my little 
daughter from slavery, it was more than 
she could bear without bursting in tears. 
She plead for admission into the cold dun¬ 
geon where I was confined, but without 
success. With manacled limbs ; with 
wounded spirit; with sympathising tears 
and bleeding heart, I entreated Malinda 
to weep not for me, for it only added to 
my grief, which was greater than I could 
bear. 

I have often suffered from the sting of 
the cruel slave driver’s lash on my quiver¬ 
ing flesh—I have suffered from corporeal 
punishment in its various forms—1 have 
mingled my sorrow with those that were 
6—Vol. VI. 
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bereaved by the ungodly soul drivers—and 
I also k*iow what it is to shed the sympa¬ 
thetic tear at the grave of a departed friend; 
but all this is but a mere trifle compared 
with my sufferings from then to the end 
of months subsequent. 

The second night while I was in jail, two 
slaves came to the dungeon grates about 
the dead hour of night, and called me to 
the grates to have some conversation about 
Canada, and the facilities for getting t here. 
They knew that ! traveled over the road, 
and they were determined to run away 
and go where they could be free. 1 of 
course took great pleasure in giving them 
directions how and where to go, and they 
started in less than a week from that time 
and got clear to Canada. 1 have seen 
them both since 1 came back to the north 
myself. They were known b\ the names 
of King and Jack. 

The third day I was brought; out of the 
prison to bo carried off with my little fam¬ 
ily to the Louisville slave market. My 
hands were fastened together with heavy 
irons, and two men to guard me with load¬ 
ed rifles, one of whom led the horse upon 
which 1 rode. My wife and child were set 
upon another nag. After we were all ready 
to start, my old master thought I was not 
quite safe enough, and ordered one of the 
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boy a to bring him a bed cord from the store. 
He then tied my feet together under the 
horse, declaring that if 1 flew off this time, 
I should fly ofl‘ with the horse. 

Many tears were shed on that occasion 
by our friends and relatives, who saw us 
dragged off in irons to be sold in the hu¬ 
man flesh market. No tongue eould ex¬ 
press the deep anguish of my soul when I 
saw the silent tear drops streaming down 
the sable cheeks of an aged slave mother, 
at my departure; and that too, caused by 
a black hearted traitor who was himself a 
slave: 

“ I love the man with a feeling soul. 

Whose passions are deep and strong ; 

Whose coids,when touched with a kindred power 
Will vibrate loud and long: 

“ The man whose word is bond and law— 

Who ne'er for gold or power. 

Would kiss the hand that would stab the heart 
In adversity’s trying hour.” 

“ I love the man who delights to help 
The panting, struggling poor: 

The man that will open his heart. 

Nor close against the fugitive his door. 

“ Oh give me a heart that will firmly stand, 
When the storm of affliction shall lower— 

A hand that will never shrink, if grasped, 

In misfortune’s darkest hour.” 
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As we approached the city of Louisville, 
we attracted much attention, my being tied 
and handcuffed, and a person lead¬ 
ing the horse upon which I rode. The 
horse appeared to be much frightened at 
the appearance of things in the city, being 
young and skittish. A carriage passed 
by jammed against the nag, which caused 
him to break from the man who was lead¬ 
ing him, and in his fright throw me off 
backwards. My hands being confined with 
irons, and my feet tied under the horse 
with a rope, I had no power to help my¬ 
self. i fell back off of the horse and could 
not extricate myself from this dreadful 
condition ; the horse kicked with all his 
might while 1 was tied so close to his rump 
that he could only strike me with his legs 
by kicking. 

The breath was all kicked out of my bo¬ 
dy, but my bones were not broken. No 
one who say my situation would have 
given five dollars for me. It was thought 
by all that I was dead and would never 
come to life again. When the horse J 
was caught the cords were cut from my 
limbs, and I was rubbed with whisky, cam¬ 
phor, &c., which brought me to life again. 

Many bystanders expressed sympathy | 
for me in my deplorable condition, and j 
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contempt for the tyrant who tied me to 
the young horse. 

I was then driven through the streets of 
the city with my little family on foot, to 
jail, wherein I was locked with handcuffs 
yet on. A physician was then sent for, 
who doctored me several days before I was 
well enough to be sold in market. 

The jail was one of the most disagree¬ 
able places I ever was confined in. It was 
not only disagreeable on account of the 
filth and dirt of the most disagreeable 
kind; but there were bed-bugs, fleas, lice 
and musquitoes in abundance, to contend 
with. At night we had to lie down on the 
floor in this filth. Our food w r as very scan¬ 
ty, and of the most inferior quality. No 
gentlemen’s dog would eat what we were 
compelled to eat or starve. 

I had not been in the prison many days 
before Madison Garrison, the soul driver, 
bought me and my family to sell again in 
the New-Orleans slave market. He was 
buying up slaves to take to New-Orleans. 
So he took me and my family to the work- 
house, t^ be kept under lock and key at 
work, until he had bought up as many as 
he wished to take off to the South. 

The work-ho use of Louisville was a ve¬ 
ry large brick building, built on the plan 
of a jail or State’s prison, with many apart- 
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ments to it, divided off into cells wherein 
prisoners were locked up after night. The 
upper apartments were occupied by fe¬ 
males,principally. This prison was enclos¬ 
ed by a high stone wall, upon which stood 
watchmen with loaded guns to guard the 
prisoners from breaking out, and on either 
side there were large iron grates. 

When Garrison conducted me with my 
family to the prison in which we were con¬ 
fined until he was ready to take us to New- 
Orleans, 1 was shocked at the horrid sight 
of the prisoners on entering the yard. 
When the large iron grate or door was 
thrown open to receive us, it was astonish¬ 
ing to see so many whites as well as color¬ 
ed men loaded down with irons, at hard 
labor under the supervision of overseers. 

Some were sawing s'.one, some cutting 
stone, and others breaking stone. The 
first impression was made on my mind 
when 1 entered the place of punishment, 
made me think of hell, with all its terrors 
of torment; such as “ weeping, wailings 
and gnashing of teeth,” which was then 
the idea that I had of the infernal region, 
from oral instruction. And I doubt wheth¬ 
er there can be a better picture of it drawn, 
than may be sketched from an American 
slave prison. « 

In this prison almost every prisoner had 


HENRY BIBR. 


87 


a heavy log chain riveted about his leg. 
It would indeed be astonishing to a Chris¬ 
tian man to stand in that prison one half 
hour and hear and see the contaminating 
influence of Southern slavery on the body 
and mind of man—you may there find al¬ 
most every variety of character to look on. 
Some singing, some crying, some praying, 
and others swearing. The people of color 
who were in there were slaves, there with¬ 
out crime, but for safe keeping, while the 
whites were some of the most abandoned 
characters living. The keeper took me 
up to the anvil block and fastened a chain 
about my leg, which 1 had to drag after 
me both day and night during three months. 
My labor was sawing stone ; my food was 
eoarse corn bread and beef shanks and 
eows heads with pot liquor, and a very scan¬ 
ty allowance of that. 

I have often seen the meat spoiled when 
brought to us, covered with flies and fly 
blows, and even worms crawling over it, 
when we were compelled to eat it, or go 
without any at all. It was all spread out 
on a long table in separate plates: and at 
the sound of a bell, every one would take 
his plate, asking no questions. After has¬ 
tily eating, we were hurried back to our 
work,each man dragging a heavy log chain 
after him to his work. 
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About a half hour before night they 
were commanded to stop work, take a bite 
to eat, and then be locked up in a small 
cell until the next morning after sunrise. 
The prisoners were locked in, two togeth¬ 
er. My bed was a cold stone floor with 
but little bedding ! My visitors were bed¬ 
bugs and musquitoeu. 
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CHANGE OP CIRCUMSTANCES. 


When we arrived at the city of Vicks¬ 
burg, he intended to sell a portion of his 
slaves there, and stopped for three weeks 
trying to sell. But he met with very poor 
success. 

We had there to pass through an exam¬ 
ination or inspection by a city officer, 
whose business it was to inspect slave prop¬ 
erty that was brought to that market for 
sale. He examined our backs to see if we 
had been much scarred by the lash. He 
examined our limbs, to see whether we 
were inferior. 

As it is hard to tell the ages of slaves, 
they look in their mouths at their teeth, 
and prick up the skin on the back of their 
handstand if the person is very far advanc¬ 
ed in life, when the skin is pricked up, the 
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pucker will stand so many seconds on the 
back of the hand. 

But the most rigorous examinations of 
slaves by those inspectors, is on the men¬ 
tal capacity. If they are found to be very 
intelligent, this is the most objectionable of 
all other qualifications connected with the 
life of a slave. In fact, it undermines the 
whole fabric of his chattel hood; it pre¬ 
pares for what slaveholders are pleased to 
pronounce the unpardonable sin when com¬ 
mitted by a slave. It lays the foundation 
for running away, and going to Canada. 
They also see in it a love for freedom, 
patriotism, insurrection, bloodshed, and 
exterminating war against American Sla¬ 
very. 

lienee they are very careful to inquire 
whether a slave who is for sale can read or 
write. This question has been asked me 
often by slave dealers, and col ton planters, 
while 1 was there for market. After con¬ 
versing with me, they have sworn by their 
Maker, that they would not have me among 
their negroes; and that they saw the devil 
in my eye ; I would run away, <fec. 

1 have frequently been asked also, if 1 
had ever run away ; but Garrison would 
generally answer this question for me in 
the negative. He could have sold my lit¬ 
tle family without any trouble, for the sum 
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of one thousand dollars. But for fear he 
might not get me off at so great an advan¬ 
tage, as the people did not like my appear¬ 
ance, he could do better by selling us all 
together. They all wanted my wife, while 
but very few wanted me. He asked for 
me and my family twenty-five hundred 
dollars, but was not able to get us off at 
that price. 

He tried to speculate on my Christian 
character. He tried to make it appear 
that I was so pious and honest that I would 
not runaway for ill treatment; which was 
a gross mistake, for I never had religion 
enough to keep me from running away 
from slavery in my life. 

But we were taken from Vicksburgh, to 
the city of New Orleans, where we were 
to be sold at any rate. We were taken to 
a trader’s yard or a slave prison on the 
corner of St. Joseph street. This was a 
common resort for slave traders, and plant¬ 
ers who wanted to buy slaves; and all 
clases of slaves were kept for sale, to be 
sold in private or public—young or old, 
males or females, children or parents, hus¬ 
bands or wives. 

Every day at 10 o’clock, they were ex¬ 
posed for sale. They had to be in trim 
for showing themselves to the public for 
sale. Every one’s head bad 1o be combed 
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and their faces washed, and those who 
were inclined to look dark and rough, 
were compelled to wash in greasy dish 
water, in order to make them look slick 
and lively. 

When spectators would come in the yard, 
the slaves were ordered out to form aline. 
They were made to stand up straight, and 
look as»sprightly as they could; and when 
they were asked a question, they had to 
answer it as promptly as they could, and 
try to induce the spectators to buy them. 
If they failed to do this, they were severe¬ 
ly paddled after the spectators were gone. 
The object for using the paddle in the place 
of a lash was, to conceal the marks which 
would be made by flogging. And the ob¬ 
ject for flogging under such circumstances, 
is to make the slaves anxious to be sold. 

The paddle is made of a piece of hick¬ 
ory timber, about one inch thick, three 
inches in width, and about eighteen inches 
in length. The part which is applied to 
the flesh is bored full of quarter inch au¬ 
ger, and every time this is applied to the 
flesh of the victim, the blood gushes through 
the holes of the paddle, or a blister makes 
its appearance. The persons who are 
thus flogged, are always stripped naked, 
and their hands tied together. Thev are 
bent over double, their knees are forced 



between their elbows, and a Btick is put 
through between the elbows and the bend 
of the legs, in order to hold the victim in 
that position, while the paddle is applied 
to those parts of the body which would 
not be so likely to be seen by those who 
wanted to buy slaves. 

I was kept in this prison for several 
months, and no one would buy rue for fear 
I would run away. One day while 1 was 
in this prison, Garrison got mad with my 
wife, and took her off in one of the rooms, 
with his paddle in hand, swearing that, he 
would paddle her ; and 1 could offer her no 
protection at all, while the strong arm of 
the law, public opinion and custom, were 
all against me. I have often heard Garri¬ 
son say, that he would rather paddle a fe¬ 
male than eat when he was hungry—that 
it was music for him to hear them scream, 
and to see their blood run. 

After the lapse of several months, he 
found that he could not dispose of my per¬ 
son to a good advantage, while he kept 
me in that prison confined among the other 
slaves. I do not speak with vanity when 
I say the contrast was so great between 
myself and ordinary slaves, from the fact 
that I had enjoyed superior advantages, to 
which 1 have already referred. They have 
their slaves classed off and numbered. 
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Garrison came to me one day and inform¬ 
ed me that I might go out through the ci¬ 
ty and find myself a master. I was to go 
to the Hotels, boarding houses, &c.—tell 
them my wife was a good cook, wash wo¬ 
man, &c.,—and that I was a good dining 
room servant, carriage driver, or porter— 
and in this way I might find some gentle¬ 
man who would buy us both ; and that this 
was the only hope of our being sold to¬ 
gether. 

But before starting me out, he dressed 
me up in a suit of his old clothes, so as to 
make me look respectable, and 1 was so 
much better dressed than usual that 1 felt 
quite, gay. He would not allow my wife 
to go out with me however, for fear wo 
might get aw; y. 1 was out every day for 
several weeks, three or four hours in each 
day, trying to find a new master, but with¬ 
out success. 

Many of the old French inhabitants have 
taken slaves for their wives, in this city, 
and their own children lor their servants. 
Such commonly are called Creoles. They 
are better treated than other slaves, and I 
resembled this class in appearance so much 
that the French did not want me. Many 
of them set their mulatto children free, 
and make slave-holders of them. 

At length one day 1 heard there was a 
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gentleman in the city from the State of 
Tennessee, to buy slaves. He had brought 
down two rafts of lumber for market, and 
l thought if 1 could get him to buy me with 
my family, and take us to Tennessee, from 
there, l would stand a better opportunity 
lo run away again and get to Cnnda, than 
I would from the extreme South. 

So J brushed up myself and walked 
down to the river's bank, where the man 
was pointed out to me standing on board 
of his rafi, 1 approached him, and after pas¬ 
sing the usual compliments 1 said : 

- 1 Sir.! understand that, you wish to pur¬ 
chase a lot of servants and l have called 
to know if it is so.” 

He smiled and appeared to be much 
pleased at my visit on such laudable busi¬ 
ness, supposing me to be a slave trader. 
He commenced rubbing his hands togeth¬ 
er, and replied by saving : ‘‘ Yes sir. I am 

glad to see you. It is a part of my 
business here to buy slaves, and if I could 
get you to take my lumber in part pay 
1 should like to buy four or live of your 
slaves at any rate. What kind of slaves 
have you, sir?” 

After 1 found that he took me to be a 
slave trader I knew that it would be of no 
use for me to tell him that 1 was myself a 
slave looking for a master, for he would 
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have doubtless brought up the Bame objec¬ 
tion that others had brought up,—that I 
was too white; and that they were afraid 
that I could read and write; and would 
never serve as a slave, but run away. My 
reply to the queslion respecting the quali¬ 
ty of my slaves was, that I did not think 
his lumber would suit me—that I must have 
the cash for my negroes, and turned on my 
heel and left him I 

I returned to my prison and informed 
my wife of the fact that I had been taken 
to be a slaveholder. She thought that in 
addition to my light, complexion my being 
dressed up in Garrison’s old slave trading 
clothes might have caused the man to think 
that I was a slave trader, and she was 
afraid that we should yet be separated if 1 
should not succeed in finding some body to 
buy us. 

Every day to us was a day of trouble, 
and every night brought new and fearful 
apprehensions that the golden link which 
binds together husband and wife might be 
broken by the heartless tyrant before the 
light of another day. 

Deep has been the anguish of my soul 
when looking over my little family during 
the silent hours of the night, knowing the 
great danger of our being sold off at auction 
the next day and parted forever. That this 
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might not come to pass, many have been 
the tears and prayers which I have offer¬ 
ed up to the God of Israel that we might 
be preserved. 

While waiting here to be disposed of, I 
heard of one Francis Whitfield, a cotton 
planter, who wanted to buy slaves. He 
was represented to be a very pious soul, 
being a deacon of a Baptist church. As 
the regulations, as well as public opinion 
generally, were against slaves meeting for 
religious worship, I thought it would give 
me a better opportunity to attend to my 
religious duties should I fall into the hands 
of this deacon. 

So I called on him and tried to show to 
the best advantage, for the purpose of in¬ 
ducing him to buy me and my family. 
When I approached him, I felt much pleas¬ 
ed at his external appearance—[ address¬ 
ed him in the following words as well as I 
can remember: 

“ Sir, 1 understand you are desirous of 
purchasing slaves ?” 

With a very pleasant smile, he replied, 
“ Yes, I do want to buy some, are you for 
sale ?” 

“Yes sir, with my wife and one child.” 

Garrison had given me a note to show 
wherever I went, that I was for sale, speak- 



good character, of course—and 1 handed 
him the note. 

After reading it over he remarked, “ I 
have a few questions to ask you,and if you 
will tell me the truth like a good boy, per¬ 
haps 1 may buy you and your family. In 
the first place my boy you are a little too 
near white. I want you to tell me now 
whether you can read or write ?” 

My reply was in the negative. 

“ Now 1 want you to tell me whether 
you have run away ? Don’t tell me no 
stories now, like a good fellow, and per¬ 
haps 1 may buy you.” 

But as i was not under oath 1o tell him 
the whole truth, I only gave him a part of 
it, by telling him that 1 had run away 
once. 

He appeared to be pleased at that, but 
cautioned me to tell him the truth, and 
asked me how long I stayed away, when 
1 run off? 

1 told him that I was gone a month. 

He assented to this b} r a bow of his head, 
and making a long grunt saying, “ That’s 
right, tell me the truth, like a good boy.” 

The whole truth was that 1 had been off 
in the state of Ohio, and other free states, 
and even to Canada; besides this I was 
notorious for running away, from my boy¬ 
hood. 



I never told him that 1 had been a run¬ 
away longer than one month—neither did 
I tell him that I had not run awaj r more 
than once in my life ; for these questions 
he never asked me. 

I afterwards found him to be one of the 
basest hypocrites that I ever saw. He 
looked like a saint—talked like the best 
of slave holding Christians, and acted at 
home like the devil. 

When he saw my wife and child, he con¬ 
cluded to buy us. He paid for me twelve 
hundred dollars, and one thousand for my 
wife and child. He also bought several 
other slaves at the same time, and took 
home with him. His residence was in the 
parish of Claiborn, fifty miles up from the 
mouth of Red River. 

When we arrived there, we found his 
slaves poor, ragged, stupid, and half starv¬ 
ed. The food he allowed them per week, 
was one peck of corn for each grown per¬ 
son, one pound of pork, and sometimes a 
quart of molasses. This was all they 
were allowed, and if they got more they 
stole it. 

He had one of the most cruel overseers 
to be found in that section of country. Ho 
weighed and measured out to them, their 
week’s allowance of food every Sabbath 
morning. The overseer’s horn was sound- 
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ed two hours before daylight for them in 
the morning, in order that they should be 
ready for work before da 3 r light. They 
were worked from daylight until after 
dark, without stopping but one half hour 
to eat or rest, which was at noon. And 
at the busy season of the year, they were 
compelled to work just as hard on the Sab¬ 
bath, as on any other day. 



PASSAGES FROM THE NARRATIVE 


OF 

HENRY BIBB. 


CRUEL TREATMENT ON WHITFIELD’S FARM. 


My first impressions when I arrived on 
the Deacon’s farm, were that he was far 
more like what the people call the devil, 
than he was like a deacon. Not many 
days after my arrival there, I heard the 
Deacon tell one of the slave girls, that he 
had bought her for a wife for his boy Ste¬ 
phen, which office he compelled her fully 
to perform against her will. This he en¬ 
forced by a threat. At first the poor girl 
neglected to do this, having no sort of af¬ 
fection for the man—but she was finally 
forced to it by an application of the dri¬ 
ver’s lash, as threatened by the Deacon. 

The next thing I observed was that he 
made the slave driver strip his own wife, 
and flog her for not doing just as her mas¬ 
ter had ordered. He had a white overseer, 
and a colored man for a driver, whose bu¬ 
siness it was to watch and drive the slaves 
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in the field, and do the flogging according 
to the orders of the overseer. 

Next a mulatto girl who waited about 
the house, on her mistress, displeased her, 
for which the Deacon stripped and tied her 
up. He then handed me ihe lash and or¬ 
dered me to put it on—but 1 told him I never 
had done the like, and hoped he would not 
compel me to do it. He then informed 
me that 1 was his overseer, and that he had 
bought me for that purpose. He was pay¬ 
ing a man eight hundred dollars a year to 
oversee, and he believed 1 was competent 
to do the same business, and if 1 would do 
it up right he would put nothing harder on 
me to do; and if 1 knew not how to flog a 
slave, he would set me an example by 
which I might be governed. He t hen com¬ 
menced on this poor girl, and gave her 
two hundred lashes before he had her un¬ 
tied. 

After giving her fifty lashes, he stopped 
and lectured her a while, asking her if she 
thought that she could obey her mistress, 
vfcc. She promised to do all in her power 
to please him and her mistress, if he would 
have mercy on her. But this plea was all 
vain. He commenced on her again ; and 
this flogging was carried on in the most in¬ 
human manner until she had received two 
hundred stripes on her naked quivering 
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flesh, tied up and exposed to the public 
gaze of all. And this was the example 
that [ was to copy after. 

He then compelled me to wash her back 
off with strong salt brine, before she was 
untied, which was so revolting to my feed¬ 
ings, that I could not refrain from shedding 
tears. 

For some cause he never called on me 
again to flog a slave. The above were 
about the first items of the Deacon's con¬ 
duct which struck me with peculiar disgust. 

After having enjoyed the blessings ofeiv- 
il and religious liberty for a season, to be 
dragged into that horrible place with my 
family, to linger out my existence without 
the aid of religious societies, or the light 
of revelation, was more than I could en¬ 
dure. 1 really felt as if I had got into one 
of the darkest corners of the earth. I 
thought I was almost out of humanity’s 
reach, and should never again have the 
pleasure of hearing the gospel sound, as I 
could see no way by which I could extri¬ 
cate myself; yet 1 never omitted to pray 
for deliverance. I had faith to believe 
that the Lord could see our wrongs and 
hear our cries. 

I was not used quite as bad as the reg¬ 
ular field bands, as the greater part of my 
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time was spent working about the house ; 
and my wife was the cook. 

This country was lull of pine timber, 
and every slave had to prepare a light 
wood torch, over night, made of pine knots, 
to meet the overseer with, before daylight 
in the morning. Each person had to have 
his torch lit, and come with it in his hand 
to the gin house, before the overseer and 
driver, so as to be ready to go to' the cot¬ 
ton field by the time they could see to pick 
out cotton. These lights looked beautiful 
at a distance. 

The object of blowing the horn for them 
two hours before day, was, that they should 
get their bite to eat, before they went to 
the field, that they need not stop to eat 
but once during the day. Another object 
was, to do up their flogging which had been 
omitted over night. I have often heard 
the sound of the slave driver's.lash on the 
backs of the slaves, and their heart-rend¬ 
ing shrieks, which were enough to melt the 
heart of humanity, even among the most 
barbarous nations of the earth. 

But the Deacon would keep no overseer 
on his plantation,who neglected to perform 
this every morning. 1 have heard him saj r 
that he was no better pleased than when 
he could hear th» overseer’s loud complain¬ 
ing voice,long before daylight in the morn- 
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ing, and the sound of the driver’s lash 
among the toiling slaves. 

This was a very warm climate, abound¬ 
ing with mosquitoes,galinippers and other 
insects which were exceedingly annoying 
to the poor slaves by night and day, at 
their quarters and in the held. But more 
especially to their helpless little chil¬ 
dren," which they had to carry with 
them to the cotton fields, where they had 
to set on the damp ground alone from morn¬ 
ing till night, exposed to the scorching rays 
of the sun, liable t,o be bitten by poison¬ 
ous rattle snakes which are plenty in that 
section of the country, or to be devoured 
by large alligators, which are often seen 
creeping through the cotton fields going 
from swamp to swamp seeking their prey. 

The cotton planters generally, never al¬ 
low a slave mother time to go to the house, 
or quarter during the .lay to nurse her child; 
hence they have to carry them to the cot¬ 
ton fields and tie them in the shade of a 
tree, or in clusters of high weeds about in 
the fields, where they can go to them at 
noon, when they are allowed to stop work 
for one half hour. This is the reason why 
so very few slave children are raised on 
these cotton plantations, the mothers have 
no time to take care of them— and they are 
often 1< und dead in the field ami in the 
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quarter for want of the care of their moth¬ 
ers. But I never was ejm witness to a case of 
this kind, but have heard many narrated 
by my slave brothers and sisters, some of 
which occurred on the deacon’s plantation. 

Their plan of getting large quantities of 
cotton picked is not only to extort it from 
them by the lash .but hold out an inducement 
and deceive them by giving small prizes. 
For example: the overseer will offer some¬ 
thing worth one or two dollars to any 
slave who will pick out the most cotton in 
one day; dividing the hands off in three 
classes and offering a prize to the one 
who will pick out the most cotton in each 
of the classes. By this means they are 
all interested in trying to get the prize. 

After making them try it over several 
times and weighing what cotton they pick 
every night, the overseer can tell just how 
much every hand can pick. He then gives 
the present to those that pick the most 
cotton, and then if they do not pick just, 
as much afterwards they are flogged. 

I have known the slaves to be so much 
fatigued from labor that they could scarce¬ 
ly get to their lodging places from the field 
at night. And then they would have to 
prepare something to eat before they could 
lie down to rest. Their corn they had to 
grind on a hand mill for bread stuff, or 
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pound it in a mortar; and by the time they 
would get their suppers it would be mid¬ 
night; then they would herd down all to¬ 
gether and take but two or three hours 
rest, before the overseer’s horn called them 
up again to prepare for the fieTd. 

At the time of sickness among slaves 
they had but very little attention. The 
master was to be judge of their sickness, 
but never had studied the medical profes¬ 
sion. He always pronounced a slave who 
said he was sick, a liar and a hypocrite ; 
said there was nothing the matter, and he 
only wanted to keep from work. 

His remedy was generally strong red 
pepper tea, boiled till it was red. lie 
would make them drink a pint cup full of 
of it at one dose. If he should not get 
better very soon after it, the dose was re¬ 
peated. If that should not accomplish the 
object for which it was given, or have the 
desired effect, a pot or kettle was then put 
over the fire with a large quantity of chim¬ 
ney soot, which was boiled down until it 
was as strong as the juice of tobacco* and 
the poor sick slave was compelled to drink 
a quart of it. 

This would operate on the system like 
salts, or castor oil. But if the slave should 
not be very ill, he would rather work as 
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long as he could stand up, than to take 
this dreadful medicine. 

If it should be a very valuable slave, 
sometimes a physician was sent for and 
something done to save him. But no spe¬ 
cial aid is afforded the suffering slave even 
in the last trying hour, when he is called to 
grapple with the grim monster death. He 
has no Bible, no family altar, no minister to 
address to him the consolations of the gos¬ 
pel, before he launches into the spirit world. 
Astotheburial of slaves,but very little more 
care is taken of their dead bodies than if 
they were dumb beasts. 

My wife was very sick while we were 
both living with the Deacon. We expect¬ 
ed every day would be her last. While 
she was sick, we lost our second child, and 
1 was compelled to dig my own child’s 
grave and bury it myself without even a 
box to put it in. 



PASSAGES FROM TIIE NARRATIVE 
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HENRI BIBB. 


I ATTEND A PRAYER MEETING. 


Some months after Malinda had recov- 
from her sickness, I got permission from 
the Deacon, on one Sabbath day, to attend 
a prayer meeting, on a neighboring plan¬ 
tation,with a few old superannuated slaves, 
although this was contrary to the custom 
of the country—for slaves were not allow¬ 
ed to assemble for religious worship. Be¬ 
ing more numerous than the whites there 
was fear of rebellion and the overpow- 
ing of their oppressors, in order to obtain 
freedom. 

But this gentleman on whose planta¬ 
tion I attended the meeting was not 
a Deacon nor a professoi 4 of religion.— 
He was not afraid of a few old Christian 
slaves rising up to kill their master because 
he allowed them to worship God on the 
Sabbath day. 

We had a very good meeting, although 
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our exercises were not conducted in accor¬ 
dance with an enlightened Cnristianity; 
for we had no Bible—no intelligent leader 
—but a conscience, prompted by our own 
reason, constrained us to worship God the 
Creator of all things. 

When I returned home from meeting I 
told the other slaves what a good time we 
had at our meeting, and requested them to 
go with me to meeting there on the next 
Sabbath. As no slave was allowed to go 
from the plantation on a visit without a 
written pass from his master, on the next 
Sabbath several ol us went to the Deacon, 
to get permission to attend that prayer 
meeting ; but he refused to let any go. I 
thought 1 would slip off and attend the 
meeting and get back before he would miss 
me, and would not know that 1 had been 
to the meeting. 

When I returned home from the meeting 
as 1 approached the house 1 saw Malinda, 
standing out at the fence looking in the 
direction in which 1 was expected to re¬ 
turn. She hailed my approach, not with 
joy, but with grief. She was weeping un¬ 
der great distress of mind, but it was hard 
for me to extort from her the reason why 
she wept. She finally informed me that 
her master had found out that I had viola¬ 
ted his law, and I should suffer the penalty, 
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which was live hundred lashes, on ray na¬ 
ked back. 

1 asked her how he knew that I had 
gone ? 

She said 1 had not been gone before he 
called for me and 1 was not to be found. 
He then sent the overseer on horseback to 
the place where we were to meet to see if 
I was there. But when the overseer got 
to the place the meeting was over and I 
had gone back home, but had gone a near¬ 
er route through the woods and the over¬ 
seer happened not to meet me. He heard 
that 1 had been there and hurried back 
home before me and told the Deacon, who 
ordered him to take me on the next morn¬ 
ing, strip off my clothes, drive down four 
slakes in the ground and fasten my limbs 
to them ; then strike me five hundred lash¬ 
es for going to the prayer meeting. This 
was what distressed my poor companion. 
She thought it was more than 1 could bear, 
and that it would be the death of me. 1 
concluded then to run away—but she 
thought they would catch me with the 
bicod hounds by their taking my track. 
But to avoid them 1 thought 1 would ride 
off on one of the Deacon’s mules. She 
thought if I did, they would sell me. 

“ -\'o matter, 1 will try it,” said 1, let 
the consequences bo what they may. The 
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matter can be no worse than it now is.” 
So I tackled up the Deacon’s best mule with 
his saddle, &c.,.and started that night and 
went off eight or ten miles from home. 
But I found the mule to be rather trouble¬ 
some, and was like to betray me by bray¬ 
ing, especially when he would see cattle, 
horses, or an}’ thing of the kind in the 
woods. 

The second night from home T camped 
in a cane brake down in the Red river 
swamp not a great way olf from the road, 
perhaps not twenty rods, exposed to wild 
ferocious beasts which were numerous in 
that section of country. On that night 
about the middle of the night the mule 
heard the sound of horses’ feet on the road, 
and he commenced stamping and trying 
to break awaj T . As the horses seemed to 
come nearer, the mule commenced trying 
to bray, and it was all that 1 could do to 
prevent him from making a loud bray there 
in the woods, which would have betrayed 
me. 

I supposed that it was the overseer put 
with the dogs looking for me, and 1 found 
afterwards that I was not mistaken. As 
soon as the people had passed by, I mount¬ 
ed the mule and took him home to prevent 
his betraying me. When 1 got near by 
'home I stripped off the tackling and turn- 



ed the mule loose. I then slipt up to the 
cabin wherein my wife laid and found her 
awake, much distressed about me. She 
informed me that they were then out look¬ 
ing for me, and that the Deacon was bent 
on flogging me nearly to death, and then 
selling me off from my family. This was 
truly heart-rending to my poor wife; the 
thought of our being torn apart in a strange 
land after having been sold away from all 
her friends and relations, was more than 
she could bear. 

The Deacon had declared that 1 should 
not only suffer for the crime of attending 
a prayer meeting without his permission, 
and for running away, but for the awful 
crime of stealing a jackass, which was 
death by the law when committed by a ne¬ 
gro. 

But I well knew that I was regarded as 
property, and so was the ass; and I thought 
if one piece of property took off another, 
there could be no law violated in the act; 
no more sin committed in this than if one 
jackass had rode off another. 

But after consultation with my wife Icon- 
eluded to take her and my little daughter 
with me and they would be guilty of the same 
crime that 1 was, so far as running away 
was concerned : and if the Deacon sofd 
8—Vcf. VI. 
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one lie might sell us all, and perhaps to 
the same person. 

So we started off with onr child that 
night, and we made our way to the Red 
river swamps among the buzzing insects 
and wild beasts of the forest. We wan¬ 
dered about in the wilderness for eight or 
ten days before we were apprehended, 
striving to make our way from slavery ; 
but it was all in vain. Our food was parch¬ 
ed corn, with wild fruit- such as pawpaws, 
percimtnons, grapes, &e. We did at one 
time chance to find a sweet potato patch 
where we got a lew potatoes ; but most of 
the time, while we were out, we were lost. 
We wanted to cross the Red river but could 
find no conveyance to cross in. 

1 recoiled one day of finding a crooked 
tree which bent over the river or over one 
fork of the river, where it was divided by 
an island. 1 should think that the tree 
was at least twenty feet from the surface 
of the. water. I picked up my little child, 
and my wife followed me, saying, “ if we 
perish let us all perish together in the 
stream.” We succeeded in crossing over. 

I often look back to that dangerous event 
even now with astonishment, and wonder 
how I could have run such a risk. What 
would induce me to run the same risk now? 
What could induce me now to leave home 



and friends and go to the wild forest and 
lay out on the cold ground night after 
night without covering, and live on parch¬ 
ed corn ? 

What would induce me to take my fam¬ 
ily and go into the Red river swamps of 
Louisiana among the snakes and alliga¬ 
tors, with all the liabilities of being destroy¬ 
ed by them,hunted down with blood hounds, 
or lay myself liable to be shot down like 
the wild beasts of the forest ? Nothing I 
say, nothing but the strongest love of lib¬ 
erty, humanity, and justice to myself and 
family, would induce me to run such a 
risk again. 

When we crossed over on the tree we 
supposed that we had crossed over the 
main body of the river, but we had not pro¬ 
ceeded far on our journey before we found 
that we were on an Island surrounded by 
water on either side. We made our 
bed that night in a pile of dry leaves 
which had fallen from off the trees. We 
were much rest-broken, wearied from hun¬ 
ger and travelling through briers, swamps 
and crane brakes—-consequently we soon 
fell asleep after lying down. About the 
dead hour of the night 1 was aroused by 
the awful howling of a gang of blood¬ 
thirsty wolves, which had found us out and 
surrounded us their prey, therein the dark 
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wilderness many miles from any house or 
settlement. 

My dear little child was so dreadfully 
alarmed that she screamed loudly with fear 
—my wife trembling like a leaf on a tree, 
at the thought of being devoured there in 
the wilderness by ferocious wolves. 

The wolves kept howling, and were near 
enough for us to see their glaring eyes, 
and hear their chattering teeth. I then 
thought that the hour of death for us was 
at hand; that we should not live to see the 
light of another day; for there was no way 
for our escape. My little family were look¬ 
ing up to me for protection, but I could 
alford them none. And while I was offer¬ 
ing up my prayers to that God who never 
forsakes those in the hour of danger who 
trust in him, 1 thought of Deacon Whit¬ 
field; I thought of his profession, and 
doubted his piety. I thought of his hand¬ 
cuffs, of his whips, of his chains, of his 
stocks, of his thumb screws, of his slave 
driver and overseer, and of his religion ; 
I also thought of his opposition to prayer 
meetings, and of his five hundred lashes 
promised me for attending a prayer meet¬ 
ing. 1 thought of God, 1 thought of the 
devil, I thought of hell; and I thought ot 
heaven and wondered whether I should 
•ver see the Deacon there. And I calcu- 
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lated that if heaven was made up of such 
Deacons, or such persons, it could not be 
filled with love to all mankind, and with 
glory and eternal happiness, as we know 
it is from the truth of the Bible. 

The reader may perhaps think me te¬ 
dious on this topic, but indeed it is one of 
so much interest to me, that I find myself 
entirely unable to describe what my own 
feelings were at that time. I was so 
much excited by the fierce howling of the 
savage wolves, and the frightful screams 
of my little family, that Tthought of the 
future; I thought of the past; I thought 
the time of departure had come at last. 

JVly impression is, that all these thoughts 
and thousands of others, flashed through 
my mind, while I was surrounded by those 
wolves. But it seemed to be the will of a 
merciful providence, that our lives should 
be spared, and that we should not be de¬ 
stroyed by them. 

1 had no weapon of defence but a long 
bovvie knife which I had slipped from the 
the Deacon. It was a very splendid blade, 
about two feet in length, and about two 
inches in width. This used to be a part of 
armor of defence while walking about the 
plantation among his slaves. 

The plan which I took to expel the wolves 
vra* a very dangerous one, but it proved 
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effectual. While they were advancing to 
me, prancing and accumulating in number, 
apparently of all sizes and grades, who 
had come to the feast, I thought just at 
this time, there was no alternative left but 
for me to make a charge with my bowie knife. 
I well knew from the action of the wolves, 
that if I made no farther resistance, they 
would soon destroy us, and if I made a 
break at them,the matter could be no worse. 
I thought if 1 must die, I would die striving 
to protect my little family from destruction, 
die striving to escape from slavery. My 
wife took a club in one hand, and her 
child in the other, while 1 rushed forth with 
my bowie knife in hand, to fight off the 
savage wolves. I made one desparate 
charge at them, and at the same time mak¬ 
ing a loud yell at the top of my voice,that 
caused them to retreat and scatter, which 
was equivalent to a victory on our part. 
Our prayers were answered, and our lives 
spared through the night. We slept no 
more that night, and the next morning 
there were no wolves to be seen or heard, 
and we resolved not to stay on that island 
another night. 

We travelled up and down the river side 
trying to find a place where we could cross. 
Finally we found a lot of drift wood clog¬ 
ged together, extending across the stream 
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at a narrow place in the river, upon which 
we crossed over. But we had not yet sur¬ 
mounted our greatest difficulty. We had 
to meet one which was far more formidable 
than the first. Not many days after J had 
to face the Deacon. 

We had been wandering about through 
the cane brakes, bushes, and briers, for 
several days, when we heard the yelping 
of blood hounds, a great way olf, but they 
seemed to come nearer tous. We thought 
after awhile that they must be on our track; 
we listened attentively at the approach. 
We knew it was no use for us to under¬ 
take to escape from them, and as they 
drew nigh, we heard the voice of a man 
hissing on the dogs. 

After awhile we saw the hounds coming 
in lull speed on our track, and soul drivers 
close after them on horse back, yelling 
like tigers, as they came in sight. The 
shrill yelling of the savage blood hounds 
rs they* drew nigh made the woods echo. 

The first impulse was to run to escape 
the approaching danger of ferocious dogs, 
and blood thirstj r slave hunters, who were 
so rapidly approaching me with loaded 
muskets and bowie knives, with *& deter¬ 
mination to kill or capture me and my fam¬ 
ily. I started to run with my little daugh¬ 
ter in my arms, but stumbled and fell down 


and scratched the arm of little France* 
with a brier, so that it bled very much; 
but the dear child never cried, for she 
seemed to know the danger to which we 
were exposed. 

But we soon found that it was no use for 
us to run. The dogs were soon at our 
heels, and we were compelled to stop, or 
be torn to pieces by them. By this time, 
the soul drivers came charging up on their 
horses, commanding us to stand still or 
they would shoot us down. 

Of course I surrendered up for the sake 
of my family. The most abusive terms 
to be found in the English language were 
poured forth on us with bitter oaths. They 
tied my hands behind me, and drove us 
home before them, to suffer the penalty of 
a slaveholder's broken law. 

As we drew nigh the plantation my 
heart grew faint. I was aware lhat we 
should have to suffer almost death for run¬ 
ning off. I was filled with dreadful ap¬ 
prehensions at the thought of meeting a 
professed follower of Christ, whom 1 knew 
to be a hypocrite ? No tongue, no pen 
can ever describe what my feelings were 
at that time. 


PASSAGES FROM THE NARRATIVE 
OF 

HENRY BIBB, 

MY TERRIBI.E PUNISHMENT. 


The reader may perhaps imagine what 
must have been my feelings when I found 
myself surrounded on the island with my 
little family, at midnight., b} r a gang of sa¬ 
vage wolves. This was one of those try¬ 
ing emergencies in my life when there 
was apparently but one step between us 
and the grave. But I had no cords wrap¬ 
ped about my limb? to prevent my strug¬ 
gling against the impending danger to which 
I was then exposed. I was not denied the 
consolation of resisting in self-defence, as 
was now the case. There was no Deacon 
standing before me, with a loaded rifle, 
swearing that 1 should submit to the tortur¬ 
ing lash, or be shot down like a dumb 
beast. 

I felt that my chance was far better 
among the howling wolves in Red river 
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swamp, than before Deacon Whitfield, on 
the cotton plantation. 1 was brought before 
him as a criminal before a bar, without 
counsel, to be tried and condemned by a 
tyrant’s law. My arms were bound with 
a cord, iny spirit broken, and my little fam¬ 
ily standing by weeping. 1 was not allow¬ 
ed to plead my own cause, and there was 
no one to utter a word in my behalf. 

lie ordered that the field hand* should 
be called together to witness my punish¬ 
ment, that it might serve as a caution to 
them never to attend a prayer meeting, or 
runaway as 1 had, lest they should receive 
the same punishment. 

At the sound of the overseer’s horn, all 
the slaves came forward and witnessed my 
punishment. My clothing was stripped 
off and 1 was compelled to lie down on 
the ground with my face to the. earth. Four 
stakes were driven in the ground, to which 
my hands and feet were tied. Then ihe 
overseer stood over me with the lash and 
laid it on according to the Deacon’s order. 
Fifty lashes were laid on before stopping. 
1 was then lectured with reference to my 
going to prayer meeting without his orders, 
and running away to escape Hogging. 

While I suffered under this dreadful tor¬ 
ture, I prayed, and wept, and implored 
mercy at the hand of slavery, but found 
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none. After 1 was marked from my neck 
to my heels, the Deacon took the go¬ 
ry lash, and said he thought there was a 
spot on my hack yet where he could put 
in a few more. He wanted to give me 
something to remember him by, he said. 

After 1 was flogged almost to death in 
this way, a paddle was brought forward 
and eight or ten blows given me with it, 
which was far worse than the lash. My 
wounds were then washed with salt brine, 
after whichl was let up. A description of 
such paddles I have already given in an¬ 
other page. I was so badly punished that 
I was not able to work for several days. 
After being flogged as described, they took 
me off several miles to a shop and had a 
heavy iron collar riveted on my neck with 
prongs extending above my head, on the 
end of which there was a small bell. 1 
was not able to reach the bell with my 
hand. This heavy load of iron I was com¬ 
pelled to wear for six weeks. I never was 
allowed to lie in the same house with my 
family again while 1 was the slave of 
Whitfield; I either had to sleep with my 
feet in the stocks,or be chained with a large 
log chain to a log over night, with no bed 
or bedding to rest my wearied limbs on, 
after toiling all day in the cotton field. I 
suffered almost death while kept in this 
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confinement; and he had ordered the over¬ 
seer never to let me loose again; saying 
that I thought of getting free by running 
off, but no negro should ever get away 
from him alive. 

1 have omitted to state that this was the 
second time I had run away from him; 
while I was gone the first time, he extort¬ 
ed from my wife the fact that I had been 
in the habit of running away, before we 
left Kentucky; that I had been to Canada, 
and that I was trying to learn the art of 
reading and writing. All this was against 
me. 

It is true that I was striving to learn 
myself to write. 1 was a kind of a house 
servant and was frequently sent off on 
errands, but never without a written pass; 
and on Sundays 1 have sometimes got per¬ 
mission to visit our neighbor’s slaves, and 
I have often tried to write myself a pass. 

Whenever I got hold of an old letter that 
had been thrown away, or a piece of white 
paper, I would save it to write on. 1 have 
often gone off in the woods and spent the 
greater part of the day alone, trying to 
learn to write myself a pass, by writing 
on the backs of old letters; copying after 
the pass that had been written by Whit¬ 
field; by so doing I got the use of the pen 
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and could form letters as well as I can 
now, but knew not what they were. 

The Deacon had an old slave by th* 
name of Jack whom he bought about the 
time that he bought me. Jack was born 
in the State of Virginia. He had some 
idea of freedom; had often run away, but 
was very ignorant; knew not where to go 
for refuge ; but understood all about pro¬ 
viding something to eat when unjustly de¬ 
prived of it. 

So for ill treatment, we concluded to 
take a tramp together. I was to be the 
pilot, while Jack was to carry the baggage 
and keep us in provisions. Before we 
started, I managed to get hold of a suit of 
clothes the Deacon possessed, with his 
gun, ammunition and bowie knife. We 
also procured a blanket, a joint of meat, 
and some bread. 

We started in a northern direction, being 
bound for the city of Little Rr.ck, State of 
Arkansas. We travelled by night and 
laid by in the day, being guided by the* un¬ 
changeable North Star; but at length, our 
provisions gave out, and it was Jack’s place 
to get more. We came in sight of a large 
plantation one morning, where we saw 
people of color, and Jack said he could 
get something there, among the slaves, 
that night, for us to eat. So we concealed 
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ourselves, in sight of this plantation until 
about bed time, when we saw the lights ex¬ 
tinguished. 

During the day we saw a female slave 
passing from the dwelling hous.e to the 
kitchen as if she was the cook; the house 
being about three rods from the landlord’s 
dwelling. After we supposed the whites 
were all asleep, Jack slipped up softly to 
the kitchen to try his luck with the cook, 
to see if he could get anything from her 
to eat. 

1 would remark that the domestic slaves 
are often found to be traitors to their own 
people, for the purpose of gaining favor 
with their masters; and they are encour¬ 
aged and trained up by them to report 
every plot they know of being formed about 
stealing any thing, or running away, or 
any thing of the kind: and for which they 
are paid. This is one of the principal 
causes of the slaves being divided among 
themselves, and without which they could 
not be held in bondage one year, and per¬ 
haps not half that time. 

I now proceed to describe the unsuccess¬ 
ful attempt of poor Jack to obtain some¬ 
thing from the female slave to satisfy hun¬ 
ger. The planter’s house was situated on 
an elevated spot on the side of a hill. The 
fencing about the house and garden was 
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very crookedly laid up with rails. The 
night was rather dark and rainy, and Jack 
left me with the understanding that I was 
to stay at a certain place until he returned. 
J cautioned him before he left me to be ve¬ 
ry careful—and after he started, I left the 
place where he was to find me when he 
returned, for fear something might happen 
which might lead to my detection, should 
I remain at that spot. So I left and went 
off where I could see the house, and that 
place too. 

Jack had not long been gone, before 1 
heard a great noise; a man, crying out 
with a loud voice, “Calch him! Catch him!” 
and hissing the dogs on, and they were 
close after Jack. The next thing I saw, 
was Jack running for life, and an old white 
white man after him, with a gun, and his 
dogs. The fence being on sliding ground, 
and wet with the rain, .when Jack run 
against it he knocked down several pan- 
nels of it and fell, tumbling over and over 
to the foot of the hill; but. soon recovered 
and ran to where he had left me; but I was 
gone. The dogs were still after him. 

There happened to be quite a thicket of 
small oak shrubs and bushes in the direc¬ 
tion he ran. I think he might have been 
heard running and straddling bushes a 
quarter of a mile ! The poor fellow hurt 



himself considerably in straddling over 
bashes in that way, in making his escape. 

Finally the dogs relaxed their chase and 
poor Jack and myself again met in the 
thick forest. He said when he rapped on 
the cook-house door, the colored woman 
came to the door. He asked her if she 
would let him have a bite of bread if she 
had it, that he was a poor absconding 
slave. But she made no reply to what he 
said but immediately sounded the alarm 
by calling loudly after her master, saying, 
“ here is a runaway negro !” Jack said 
that he was going to knock her down but 
her master was out within one moment, 
and he had to run for life. 

As soon as we got our eyes fixed on the 
North Star again, we started on our way. 
We travelled on a lew miles and came to 
another large plantation, where Jack was 
determined to get something to eat. He 
left me at a certain place while he went 
up to the house to find something if possi¬ 
ble. 

He was gone some time before he re¬ 
turned, but when I saw him coming, he 
appeared to be very heavy loaded with a 
bag of something. We walked off pretty 
fast until we got some distance in the 
woods. Jack then stopped and opened his 
bag in which he had six small pigs. I ask- 
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ed him how he got them without making 
any noise; and he said that he found abed 
of hogs, in which there were the pigs with 
their mother. While the p : gs were suck¬ 
ing he crawled up to them without being 
discovered by the sow, and took them by 
their necks one after another, and choked 
them to death, and slipped them into his 
bag! 

We intended to travel on all that night 
and lay by the next day in the forest and 
cook up our pigs. We fell into a large road 
leading on the direction which we were 
traveling,and had not proceeded over three 
miles before I found a white hat lying in 
the road before me. Jack being a little 
behind me I stopped until he came up, and 
showed it to him. He picked it up. We 
looked afewst.eps farther on and saw a man 
lying by the way, either asleep or intoxicat¬ 
ed, as we supposed. 

I told Jack not to take thehat,but he would 
not obey me. He had only a piece of a 
hat himself,which he left in exchange for the 
other. We traveled on about four miles 
farther, and in passing a house discovered 
a large turkey sitting on the fence, which 
temptation was greater than Jack could re¬ 
sist. Notwithstanding he had six very nice 
fat little pigs on his back, he stepped up 
and took the turkey off the fence. 

9—Vol. VI. 
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By this time it was getting near day-light 
and we left the road and went off a mile 
or so among the hills of the forest, where 
we struck camp for the day. We then 
picked , our turkey, dressed our pigs, and 
cooked two of them. We got the hair off’ 
by singeing them over the fire, and after 
vve had eaten all we wanted, one of us 
slept while the other watched. We had 
flint., punk, and powder to strike fire with. 
xAlitlle after dark the next night, we start¬ 
ed on our way. 

But about ten o’clock that night just as 
we were passing through a thick skirt of 
woods, five men sprang out before us with 
fire-arms, swearing if vve moved another 
step, they would shoot us down; and each 
man having his gun drawn up for shooting 
vve had no chance to make any defence, 
and surrendered sooner than run the risk 
of being killed. 

They had been lading in wait for us 
there, for several hours. They had seen a 
reward out, for notices were put up in the 
most public places, that fifty dollars would 
be paid for me, dead or alive, if 1 should 
not return home within so many days. 
And the reader will remember that neither 
Jack nor myself was able to read the ad¬ 
vertisement. It was of very little conse¬ 
quence with the slave-catchers, whether 
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they killed us or took us alive, for the re¬ 
ward was the same to them. 

After we had been taken and tied, one 
of the men declared to me that he would 
have shot me dead just as sure as he lived, 
if I had moved one step after they com¬ 
manded us to stop. He had his gun level¬ 
ed at my breast, already cocked, and his 
finger on the trigger. The way they came 
to find us out was from the circumstance 
of Jack’s taking the man’s hat in connec¬ 
tion with the advertisement. The man 
whose hat was taken was drunk; and the 
next morning when he came to look for 
his hat. it was gone and Jack’s old hat ly- 
ingin the place of it; and in lookinground 
he saw the tracks of two persons in the 
dust, who had passed during the night,and 
one of them having but three toes on one 
foot. He followed these tracks until they 
came to a large mud pond,in a lane on one 
side of which a person might pass dry 
shod; but the man with three toes on one 
foot had plunged through the mud. This 
led the man to think there must be runa¬ 
way slaves, and not from out of that neigh¬ 
borhood: for all persons in that settlement 
knew which side of that mud hole to go. 
lie then got others to go with him. and 
they followed us until our track left the. 
road. They supposed that we had gone 



i 32 


HENRY BIBB. 


off in the woods to lay by until night, after 
which we would pursue our course. 

After we were captured they took us off 
several miles to where one of them lived, 
and kept us over night. One of our pigs 
was cooked for us to eat that night, and the 
turkey the next morning. But we were 
both tied that night with our hands behind 
us, and our feet were also tied. The doors 
were locked,and a bedstead was set against 
the front door, and two men slept in it to 
prevent our getting out in the night. They 
said that the3 r knew how to catch runaway 
negroes, and how to keep them after they 
were caught. 

They remarked that after they found we 
had stopped to lay by until night, and they 
saw from our tracks what direction we 
were traveling, they went about ten miles 
in that direction, and hid by the road side 
until we came up that Might. That night 
after all had got fast to sleep, I thought I 
would try to get out, and 1 should have 
succeeded, if 1 could have moved the bed 
from the door. I managed to untie myself 
and crawled under the bed which was plac¬ 
ed at the door, and strove to remove it, 
but. in so doing 1 awakened the men and 
they got up and confined me a^ain, and 
watched me until day light, each with a 
gun in hand. 
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The next morning they started with us 
back to Deacon Whitfield’s plantation; but 
when they got within ten miles of where 
he lived they stopped at a public house to 
stay over night; and who should we meet 
there but the Deacon, who was then out 
looking for me. 

- The reader may well imagine liow I felt 
to meet him. 1 had almost as soon come 
in contact with Satan himself. He had 
two long poles or sticks of wood brought 
in to confine us to. 1 was compelled to lie 
on my back across one of those sticks with 
my arms out, and have them lashed fast, 
to the log with a cord. M) r feet were also 
tied to the other, and there 1 had to lie all 
that night w ith my back across this stick of 
wood,and my feet and hands tied. I suffered 
that night under the most excruciating pain. 
From the tight binding of the cord the cir¬ 
culation of the blood in my arms and feet, 
was almost, entirely stopped. If the night 
had been much longer 1 must hav e died in 
that confinement. 

The next morning we were taken back 
to the Deacon’s farm, and both flogged for 
going off, and set to work But there was 
some allowance made for me on account 
of my being young. They said that they 
knew old Jack had persuaded me off, or 1 
never would have gone. And !he Deacon’s 
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wife begged that I might be favored some, 
for that time, as Jack had influenced me, 
so as to bring up my old habits of running 
away that I had entirely given up. 



PASSAGES FROM THE NARRATIVE 


OF 

HENRYBIBB. 

HENRY BIBB TS SOLD AWAY FROM HIS FAMILY. 

The reader will remember lhat this brings 
me back to the time the Deacon had order¬ 
ed me to be kept in confinement until ho 
got a chance to sell me, and that no negro 
should ever get away from him and live. 
Some days after this we were all out at 
the? gin house ginning cotton, which was 
situated on the road side, and there came 
along a company of men, fifteen or twen¬ 
ty in number, who were Southern sports¬ 
men. Their attention was attracted by 
the load of iron which was fastened about 
my neck with a bell attached. They stop¬ 
ped and asked the Deacon what that bell 
was put on my neck for? and he said it 
was to keep me from running away, &c. 

They remarked that I looked as if I might 
be a smart negro, and asked if he wanted 
to sell me. The reply-was, yes. They 
then got off* their horses and struck a bar- 



gain with him for me. They bought me at 
a reduced price for speculation. 

After they had purchased me, I asked 
the privilege of going to the house to take 
leave of my family before I left, which was 
granted by the sportsmen. But the Dea¬ 
con said 1 should never again step my foot 
inside of his yard; and advised the sports¬ 
men not to take the irons from my neck 
until they had sold me ; that if they gave 
ire the least chance 1 would t un away from 
them, as 1 did from him. So J was com¬ 
pelled to mount a horse and go off with 
them as 1 supposed, never again to meet my 
family in this life. 

We had not proceeded far before they 
informed me that they had bought me to 
sell again, and if they kept the irons jon 
me it would be detrimental to the sale, 
and they would therefore take off the irons 
and dress me up like a man, and throw 
away the old rubbish which 1 then had on; 
and they would sell me to some one who 
would treat me better than Deacon Whit¬ 
field. After they had cut off the irons and 
dressed me up, they crossed over Red Riv¬ 
er into Texas, where they spent some time 
horse racing and gambling; and although 
they were wicked black legs of the basest 
character, it is but due to them to say,that 
they used me far better than the Deacon 



HENKY BIBB. 


137 


did. They gave me plenty to eat and put 
nothing hard on me to do. They express¬ 
ed much sympathy for me in my bereave¬ 
ment; and almost every day they gave me 
money more or less, and by my activity in 
waiting on them, and upright conduct, I 
got into the good graces of them all, but 
they could not get any person to buy me 
on account of the intelligence which they 
supposed me to have ; for many of them 
thought that I could read and write. When 
they left Texas, they intended to go to the 
Indian Territory west of the Mississipi, to 
attend a great horse race which was to 
take place. Not being much out of their 
way to go past Deacon Whitfield’s again, 
I prevailed on them to call on him lor the 
purpose of trying to purchase my wife and 
child, and 1 promised them that if they 
would buy my wife and child, I would get 
some person to purchase us from them. 
So they tried to grant my request by call¬ 
ing on the Deacon, and trying to make the 
purchase. As we approached the Deacon’s 
plantation, my heart was filled with a thou¬ 
sand painful and fearful apprehensions. 
I had the fullest confidence in the black¬ 
legs with whom 1 travelled, believing that 
they would do according to promise, and 
go to the fullest extent of their ability to re¬ 
store j eace and consolation to a bereaved 
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family—to re-unite husband and wife, pa¬ 
rent and child, who had long been sever¬ 
ed by slavery through the agency of Dea¬ 
con Whitfield. But I knew his determina¬ 
tion in relation to myself, and I feared his 
wicked opposition to a restoration of my¬ 
self and little family, which he had divided, 
and soon found that my fears were not with¬ 
out foundation. 

When we rode up and walked into his 
yard, the Deacon came out and spoke to 
all but myself; and not finding me in tattere 1 
rags as a substitute for clothes, nor having 
an iron eollar or bell about my neck, as 
was the case when he sold me, he appear¬ 
ed to be much displeased. 

“ What did you bring that negro back 
here for?” said he. 

- “ We have come to try to buy his wife 
and child ; for we can find no one who is 
willing to buy him alone; and we will eith¬ 
er buy or sell so that the family may be to¬ 
gether,” said they. 

While this conversation was going on, 
my poor bereaved wife, who never expect¬ 
ed to see me again in this life, spied me 
and came rushing to me through the crowd, 
throwing her arms about my neck exclaim¬ 
ing in the most sj^mpathetic tones,“Oh! my 
dear husband ! I never expected to see 
you again! The poor woman was bath- 
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ed with tears of sorrow and grief. But no 
sooner had she reached me, than the Dea¬ 
con peremptorily commanded her to go to 
her work. This she did not obey, but pray¬ 
ed that her master would not separate us 
again,as she was there alone,far from friends 
and relations whom she should never meet 
again. And now to take away her husband, 
her last and only true friend, would be like 
taking her life ! 

But such appeals made no impression 
on the unfeeling Deacon’s heart. While 
he was storming with abusive language, 
and even using the gory lash with hellish 
vengeance to separate husband and wife, 
I could see the sympathetic tear-drop, steal¬ 
ing its way down the cheek of the profli¬ 
gate and black-leg, whose object it now 
was to bind up the broken heart of a wife, 
and restore to the arms of a bereaved hus¬ 
band, his companion. 

They were disgusted at the conduct of 
Whit field and cried out shame, even in his 
presence. They told him that they would 
give a thousand dollars for my wife and 
child, or anything in reason. But no ! he 
would sooner see me to the devil than in¬ 
dulge or gratily me after my having run 
away from him; and if they did not remove 
me from his presence very soon, he said 
he should make them suffer for it. 
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But all this, and even the gory lash had 
yet failed to break the grasp of poor Ma- 
linda whose prospect of connubial, social, 
and future happiness was all at stake. 
When the dear woman saw there was no 
help for us, and that we should soon be 
separated forever, in the name of Deacon 
Whitfield and American slavery, to meet 
no more as husband and wife, parent and 
child—the last and loudest appeal was 
made on our knees. We appealed to the 
God of justice and to the sacred ties of hu¬ 
manity; but this was all in vain. The 
louder w ? e prayed the harder he whipped, 
amid the most heart-rending shrieks irom 
the poor slave mother and child, as little 
Frances stood by, sobbing at the abuse in¬ 
flicted on her mother. 

“ Oh 1 how shall I give my husband the 
parting hand never to meet again ? This 
will surely break my heart,” were her part¬ 
ing words. 

J can never describe to the reader the 
awful reality of that separation—for it was 
enough to chill the blood and stir up the 
deepest feeling of revenge in the hearts of 
slaveholding black-legs, who as they stood 
b} r , were threatening, some weeping, some 
swearing and others declaring vengeance 
against such treatment, being inflicted on 
a human being. As we left the plantation, 
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as far vve could see and hear, the Deacon 
was still laying on the gory lash, trying 
to prevent poor Malindafrom weeping over 
the loss of her departed husband, who was 
then, by the hellish laws of slavery, to her, 
theoretically and practically dead. One 
of the black legs exclaimed that hell was 
full of just such Deacon’s as Whitfield. 
This occurred in December, 1840. I have 
never seen Malinda since that period. I 
never expect to see her again. 

The sportsmen to whom 1 was sold,show¬ 
ed their sympathy for me not only bj”- words 
but by deeds. They said that they had 
made the most liberal offer to Whitfield, to 
buy or sell for the sole purpose of re-unit¬ 
ing husband and wife. But he stood out 
against it—they felt sorry for me. They 
said they had bought me to speculate on, 
and were not able to lose what they had 
paid for me. But they would make a bar¬ 
gain with me, if I was willing, and would 
lay a plan, by which I might yet get free. 
If I would use my influence so as to get 
some person to buy me while traveling 
about with them, they would give me a 
portion of the money for which they sold 
me, and they would also give me directions 
by which 1 might yet run away and go to 
Canada. 

This offer I accepted, and the plot was 
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made. They advised me to act very stupid 
in language and thought, but in business I 
must be spry; and that 1 must persuade 
men to buy me, and promise them that I 
would be smart. 

We passed through the State of Arkan¬ 
sas and stopped at many places, horse¬ 
racing and p ambling. My business was 
to drive a wagon in which they carried their 
gambling apparatus, clothing, &c. 1 had 

also to black boots and attend to horses. 
We stopped at Fayetteville, where they 
almost lost me, betting on a horse race. 

They went from thence to the Indian 
Territory, among the Cherokee Indians, to 
attend the groat races which were to take 
place there. During the races there was 
a very wealthy half Indian ol that tribe, 
who became much attached to me, and had 
some notion of buying me, after hearing 
that I was- for sale, being a slaveholder. 
The idea struck me rather favorable, for 
several reasons. First, I thoight 1 should 
stand a better chance to get away from an 
Indian ihan from a white man. Seeond, 
he wanted ine only for a kind of a body 
servant to wait on him—and in this easel 
knew that I should fare better than I should 
in the field. And my owners also told me 
that it would be an easy place to get away 
from. 1 took their advice: for fear 1 might 
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not get another chance so good as that, 
and prevailed on the man to buy me. He 
paid them nine hundred dollars, in gold 
and silver, for me. I saw the money count¬ 
ed out. 

Alter the purchase was made, the sports¬ 
men got me off to one side, and according 
to promise they gave me a part of the 
money, and directions how to get from 
there to Canada. They also advised me 
how to act untill got. a good chance to run 
away. I was to embrace the earliest op¬ 
portunity of getting away, before they 
should become acquainted with me. I was 
never to let it be known where 1 was from, 
nor where T was born. 1 was to act quite 
stupid and ignorant. And when I started 
1 was to go up the boundary line, between 
the Indian Territory and l! e States of Ar¬ 
kansas and Missouri, and this would fetch 
me out on the Missouri river, near Jeffer¬ 
son city, the capital of Missouri. I was to 
travel at. first by night, and-to lay by in 
day light, until 1 got out of danger. 

The same alternoon that the Indian 
bought me, he stalled with me to his resi¬ 
dence, w hich was fifty or sixty miles distant. 
And so great was his confidence in me, 
that he intrusted me to carry his money. 
The amount must have been at least five 
hundred dollars, which was all in gold and 
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silver; and when we stopped over night 
the money and horses were all left in my 
charge. 

It would have been a very easy matter 
for me to have taken one of the best hor¬ 
ses, with the money, and run off. And the 
temptation was truly great to a man like 
myself, who was watching for the earliest 
Opportunity to escape; and l felt confident 
that I should never have a better opportu¬ 
nity to escape full handed than then. 



